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DEDIOATIOK 



To ROBERT CARTER, Esq. 

NOT tlio intrinsic mcriU of this story onil)oMcn mo to 
inscribe it to yon, luy doar friend ; Lnt Uio fiict tluit 
you, moro than any other man, nro rc8i)onsihlo fur its - 
writing. Your aih'ico ami ene4)umgeniont first led mo to 
lMx>k-nmkin«; ; so it is only fair that you should jxirtako . 
of wliatover oblo(iny (or honor) the practice may bring j 
\\\xn\ mo. 

The ensuing pages may incline you to sus|KH;t tlicir ■ 
autlior of a ropugnanex) to unvaniishod truth ; but, — with- ^ 
out pn»judice to Othello, — since varnish brings out in ' 
wood veins of be^iuty invisible Wforo the application, why *; 
not also in the sober fiicts of life? When the tmiisparont ^ 
artifice has been i)enetnited, the familiar subst^inco under- : 
ne4\th will be greeted none the li*ss kindly; nay, tlio 
obser>'cr will perhaps reganl the disguise as an oblique 
compliment to his jiowers of insight, and his attention 
may thus bo better secured than had the subject worn 
its ovcry-day dress. St^riojisly, the most matter-of-fact lifo 
has moods when the light of romance seems to gild its 
earthen chimney-pots into fairy minarets ; and, were the 
story-teller but sure of laying his kinds upon tho true 
gold, perhaps tho more his story liod of it, tho bettor. 

Hero, however, comes in tho grand difficulty'; fact nor 
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fiuicy is often reprwiuced in truo colors; ami while at- 
tempting justly to combine life's elements, iho writer luis 
to beware tliat they be not moro chcnp imitations thereof. 
Xut selJom docs it h:ippi:n that wliiit ho iironV-ra as 
graQina arcana of imngimition and philoeo]ihy aflects tlio 
reader oa a dose of Hieroglyphics and Biddordash. Ncv- 
rathelcfa, tlua first duty of tho fiction-monger — no less 
Unn of tho photogmphic ortiHl doomed to produce euc- 
Gonrfiil portraits of children- in-aima — is, to Lo tvmuaing; to 
abrink at no shi^ which slioll beguUo the jxilient into 
pTOcTSutiiiating escape until the moment bo gone by. Tlio 
gmtle render will not too et^-nily set his face against 
Kich artifices, but, so tlipy go not the length of fanlnsti- 
emSlj presenting phenomena Inexplicable upon tiny common- 
seoM hypcrthedB, ho will mthci lend himself to his own 
iMgnilemetit. The perfumutnce once over, let him, if so 
indined, strip the feathers from tbo flights of imngination, 
and viah the color from ths incidents ; if aught save tho 
driest snd moat ordinaiy matters of fiict reward his re- 
. sesicbes, then let him be offended I 

D« U /ohKla does not apply hero, my dear friend ; for 
joa irill ihov me moro indulgence than I liavo skill to 
demand. AM should you find mnttct of interest in this 
W>k, youn, nther than tho author's, will be the moiit. 
As ths besuty of nature is from the eye that looks upon 
bo^ so vonld the atoiy be dull and barren, save for the 
Ufa and ooloi of ths leader'a sympathy. 

Yoois moat eincerely, 

JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
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TIIE ENCHANTED RING. 

ONE of the most imposing buildings in Boston 
twenty years ago was a granite hotel, whose 
western windows looked iqK)n a graveyanL Passing 
up a fliglit of steps, and beneath a jx)rtico of digni- 
fied granite columns, and so through an ombarrassing 
pair of swinging -doors to the roomy vestibule, — you 
would there pause a moment to spit ui>on tlio black* 
and-whito tessellate<l pavement Having thus asserted 
your title to Puritan ancestr}', and to the best accom- 
modations the liouse aflbnled, you would approach the 
desk and write your name in the hotel register. Tliis 
done, you would bo apt to run your eye over the last 
dozen arrivals, on the chance of lighting upon the 
autogmpli of some acquaintance, to bo shunned or 
sought according to circumstances. 

Let us supix>se, for tlio story's sake, that such was 
the gentle reader's beliavior on a certain night during 
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8 IDOLATBT. 

the kUer put of May, in the year eighteen hundred 
mod fifly-threa If now ho will turn to the ninety- 
ninth page of the register above mentioned, he will 
reiAark that the last name thereon written is, " Doctor 
Hieio Glyphic. Room 27." The natural inference is 
tbftt^ onless to odd a name be an assumed one. Doc- 
lor Glyphic occupies that room. Passing on to page 
one hundred, he will find the first entiy reads as fol- 
lows : " Balder Helwyse, Cosmopolis. Koom 29." 

In no trifling mood do we call attention to these 
two names, and, above all, to their relative position 
in the book. Had they both appeared upon the same 
pege, this romance might never Iiave been M-ritten. 
On such seemingly frail pegs hang consequences the 
moct weighty. Because Doctor Glyphic preferred the 
kamUe foot of the ninety-nintli jmge to the trouble 
of taming to a leading position on the one hundredtli ; 
Mr. Helwyse, Iiaving begun tlic one hundredth 
too incurious to fiud out who was his next- 
neighbor on the ninety-ninth, ensued unjxiralleled 
adTcntores, and tliis account of them. 

Oar present purpose, by the reader's leave, and in 
Uft company, is to violate Doctor Hiero Glyphic*s ro- 
tocoient^ as ho lies asleep hi bed. Nor shall we stop 
it his bedside ; we mean to penetrate deep into the 
caves of his memoiy, and to drag forth 
•ondry odd-looking secrets, which shall blink 
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THE ENCHANTED RING. 9 

and look sfrangdy in tho light of discovery; — little 
thought their keeper that our eyes should ever behold 
them! Yet will ho not resent our intrusion; it is 
twenty years ago, — and he lies asleep. 

Two o'clock sounds from the neighboring steeple of 
the Old South Church, as we noiselessly enter the 
chamber, — noiselessly, for the hush of tho past is 
about us. We scarcely distinguisli anything at first ; 
the moon has set on the other side of the hotel, and 
perhaps, too, some of tho dimness of those twenty 
intervening years affects our eyesight By degrees, 
however, objects begin to deflno themselves; tho bed 
shows doubtfully white, and that dark blot upon the 
pillow must be the face of our sleeping man. It is 
turned towards the window ; the mouth is open ; prob- 
ably tho good Doctor is snoring, albeit, across this 
distance of time, the sound fails to reach us. 

The room is as bare, square, and characterless as 
other hotel rooms; nevertheless, its occupant may 
have left a hint or two of himself about, whicli would 
be of use to us. Tliere are no trunks or other lu<r- 
gage ; evidently he will be on his way again to-mor- 
row. The window is shut, although tho night is vrtma 
and clear. Tlie door is carefully locked. Tho Doc- 
tor's garments, which appear to be of rather a jaunty 
and knowing cut, are lying disorderly about, on chair, 
table, or floor. lie carries no watch; but under his 
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10 IDOLATBT. 

pfllow we tee protrodiog the comer of a great leatliern 
pocket-book, which might contain a fortune in bank- 



A ooaple of chairs are drawn up to the bedside, 
opoD one of which stands a blown-out candle; the 
ocber supports an oblong, coffin-shaped box, narrower 
at ooe end than at the other, and painted black. Too 
sottll for a coffin, however; no human corpse, at least, 
is cootained in it But tlie fmme Uiat lies so quiet and 
BwCkniless here, Uirills, when awaked to life, with a 
sool only less marvellous tlion man's. In short, the 
eoffin is a violin-case, and Uie mysterious frame the 
riolin. Tlie Doctor must have been fiddling overnight, 
MfUr getting into bed ; to the disdatisfaction, perhaps, 
of bis neiglibor on the other side of the partition. 

Little else in the room is worthy notice, unless it be 
the pocket-comb which has cscajHxl from the Doctor's 
wai»Uroat, and the shaving materials (also pockctable) 
cpoo the wash-stand. Apparently our friend does not 
f laod upon much toilet ceremony. The room Iios notli- 
iag more of significance to say to us ; so now wo come 
itj the room's occupant Our eyes have got enough ac- 
customed to Uie imperfect light to discern what manner 
of man be may be 

Barely middle-nged ; or, at a second glance, he miglit 
\m fifteen to twenty-five years older. His face retains 
the ibrm of youth, yet wears a subtile shadow which 
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we feel might \to consistent even with extreme old 
age. The forehead is wide and low, supported by 
regular eyebrows; the face Ixjneath long and narrow, 
of a dark and dry complexion. In sleep, oixm-mouthed, 
the expression is rather inane ; though we can readily 
imagine the waking face to be not devoid of a certain 
intensity and comeliness of aspect, marred, however, by 
an air of guanlcd anxiety which is apparent even now. 

AVe prattle of the dead jxist, and use to fancy that 
peace must dwell there, if nothing else. Only in the 
past, say we, is security from jostle, danger, and disturb- 
ance; wlio would live at his ease must number his 
days backwards ; no charm so }K)tent as the years, if 
read from right to left Living in the i>ast, prophecy 
and memory are at one ; care for the future can harass 
no man. Throw overboard that Jonah, Time, and Uio 
winds of fortune shall cease to buflet us. And more 
to the same effect 

And yet it is not so. Tlic past, if more real Uian 
the future, is no less .so than the present ; the i>ain of 
a broken heart or head is never annihilated, but be- 
comes part and parcel of eternity. Tliis uneasy snorcr 
here, for insUmce : his cartldy troubles have been over 
years ago, yet, as our fancy sees him, he is none the 
calmer or the happier for that Observe him, how ho 
mumbles inarticulately, and makes strengthless clutch- 
ings at the blanket with his long, slender fingers. 
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12 IDOLATBT. 

Bot we delay too long over tlio external man, seeing 
that our avowed business is with the internal A 
aleeping man is truly a helpless creature. Tlicy say 
tliat^ if you take his band in yours and ask him qnes- 
ttoDSy be has no other choice Uian to answer — or to 
awake. Tlie Doctor — as we know by virtue of the 
pfophetic advantages just remarked upon — will stay 
asleep for some hours yet Or, if you are clairvoyant, 
yon have but to fall in a trance, and lay a hand on his 
fbiebead, and you may read off his Uioughts, — pro- 
Tided be does his - Uiinking in his head. But the 
world is growing too wise, nowadays, to put faith in 
old woman's nonsense like this. Again, there is — or 
used to be — an odd tlicor}' that all matter is a sort of 
photographic plate, wlicreon is registered, had we but 
eyes to read it, the complete history of itself. AVhat 
an invaluable pair of eyes were that! In vain, ar- 
raigned before them, would the criminal deny his guilt, 
the lover the soft ini]x;achnicnt Tlie whole scene 
would stand forth, photographed in fatal minuteness 
aod indelibility upon face, hands, coat-sleeve, shirt- 
boaom. Mankind would be its own book of life, 
written in the primal hiemglyphic cliaracter, — the 
language understood by all Vocal conversation would 
become ^obsolete, unless among a few superior persons 
able to discuss abstract ideas. 

We speak of these things only to smile at them ; far 
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be it from us to insult the reader's underetnnding by 
asking him to regard them seriously. But story-tellers 
labor under one disadvantage which is peculiar to their 
profession, — the necessity of omniscienca This tends 
to make them too arbitmry, leads them to disregard 
the modesty of nature and the harmonies of reason in 
tlieir methods. They will pretend to know things 
which they never could have seen or heard of, and for 
the tnith of which they bring forward no ovidenco ; 
thus forcing the reader to reject, as lacking proper con- 
finnation, what ho would else, fronl its inherent graco 
or sprightliness, be happy to accept. 

That wo shall be free from this reproach is rather 
our good fortune than our merit It is by favor of our 
stars, not by virtue of our own, that wo turn not osido 
from the plain path of tnith to the by-ways of super- 
naturalism and improbability. Yet we refrain with 
difliculty from a breath of self-praise ; there is a proud 
and solid satisfaction in holding an unassailable ]X)si- 
tion ; could we but catch the world's eye, wo would 
meet it calmly I 

Let us hasten to introduce our talisman. You may 
see it at this very moment, encircling the third finger 
of Doctor Glyphic's left hand J in fact, it is neither 
more nor less than a quaint diamond ring. Tlie stone, 
though not surjmsingly lai^e, is surpassingly puro 
and brilliant ; as its keen, delicate ray sparkles on the 
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€76^ one marvela whence, in the dead of night, it got 
together so much celestial fire. Oheerve the setting; 
the detign is unique. Two fairy serpents — one 
goUten^ the other fashioned from black meteoric iron 
— are intertwined along their entire length, forming 
the hoop of tlio ring. Their heads approach the dia- 
mond from opposite sides, and each makes a mighty 
Ute at it with bis tiny jaws, studded with sharp little 
teeth. Thus tlieir contest holds the stone firmly in 
phoa The whole forms a pretty symbol of the hu- 
xaan tool, battled for by the good and the evil priuci- 
l4ea. But tlie diamond seems, in its entirety, to be an 
awkward mouthful for cither. The snakes are wrought 
with marvellous dexterity and finish ; each sepamtc 
scale is distinguishable upon their glistening bodies, 
the wrinkling of the skin in the coils, the simrkling 
points of eyes, and the minute nostrils. Such works 
of art are not nuule nowadays ; the ring is an anti(|uc, 
— a relic of an age when skill was out of all proportion 
to liberty, — a very distant time indeed. To deserve 
such a setting, the stone must have exceptional qual- 
ities. Let us take a closer look at it. 

Fortunately, its own lustre makes it visible in every 
psrt ; the minuteness of our scrutiny need be limited 
only by our power of eye. It is cut vriih many facets, 
— twenty-seven, if you choose to count them ; perhaps 
(thoagfa we little credit such fantasies) some mystic 
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THE ENCHANTED BIXG. 15 

siguificance may be intended in this number. Con- 
centrating now our attention upon any single facet, we 
see — either inscribed upon its surface, or showing 
through from the interior of the stone — a sort of 
monogram, or intricately designed character, not unlike 
the mysterious Chinese letters on tea-chests. Every 
facet has a similar figure, tliough no two arg idcnticaL 
But the central, the twenty-seventh facet, which is 
larger than tlie otliers, has an important peculiarity. 
Looking upon it, wo find therein, concentrated and 
commingled, the other twenty-six characters; which, 
separately unintelligible, fonn, when thus united, a 
simple and consistent narrative, equivalent in extent 
to many hundred printed i)ages, and having for subject ^ 
nothing less than the complete history of the ring 
itself. 

Some small portion of this narrative — that, namely, 
which relates more particularly to the present wearer 
of the ring — wo will glance at; the rest must be 
silence, although, going back as it does to the earliest 
records of the human race, many an interesting page 
must be skipped perforce. 

The advantages to a historian of a medium sudi as 
this are too patent to need 2>oiuting out Pretension 
and conjecture will be avoided, because unnecessary. 
The most trifling thought or deed of any person con- 
nected with the history of the riny is laid open to 
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16 IDOLATBT. 

diraet intpeetioiL Were tiiere more each talismans as 
this* the profeaskm of authorship would become no less 
6UJ than delightful, and criticism would sting itself to 
death, in despair of better prey. So for as is known, 
bowerer, the enchanted ring is unique of its kind, 
aiid» such as it ii^ is not likely to become common 
propertjr. ^ 
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OXJT OF EGYPT. 

BUT the small hours of the morning are slipping 
away ; we must construe our hicroglyi)hic8 with- 
out further palaver. The sleeper lies upon his side, liis 
left hand resting near his face upon the pillow. Were 
lie to move it ever so little during our examination, 
the history of years might be thrown into confusion. 
Nevertheless, we shall hope to touch upon all the more 
important points, and in some cases to go into details. 

Concentrating our attention u})on the central facet, 
its clear ray strikes the imagination, and forthwith 
transports us to a distant age and climate. The air is 
full of lazy warmth. A full-fed river, glassing the hot 
blue sky, slides in long curves through a low-lying, 
illimitable plain. Tlie rich earth, green with mighty 
crops, everywhere exhales upward tlie quivering heat 
of her breath. An indolent, dark-skinned hicc, tur- 
baned and scantly clothed, move through the meadows, 
splash in the river, and rest beneath the palm-trees, 
which meet in graceful clusters here and there, as if 
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18 iDOLATnr. 

tiiiving to get bcneatli odo auotlicr^s shadow. Dirty 
TillagGS swarm and babble on the river's brink. 

Woro tliere leisure to listen, the diamond could 
mMlily relate the wliolo history of this famous valley. 
For the stone was fashioneil to its present shape wliilo 
tbe tliought tliat formed the Pymmids was yet unboni, 
and while the limestone and granite whereof they are 
Imilt lay in their silent betls, dreaming. i>crchaiice, of 
airy days before tbe deluge, long ere the heated va}iors 
atiflened into stone. Some great patriarch of early 
days, founder of a race calletl by his name, ]ncked up 
tliis diamond in the soutlicm desert, and gave it its 
present form ; perha]>s, also, breatlied into it the mar- 
vellous historical gift which it retains to this day. 
AVbo was tliot primal nnin ? how sounded liis voice ? 
were his. eyes terrible, or mild ? Seems, as we »ix»ak, 
we glimjise his majestic figure, and the grandeur of his 
lace and cloudy beard. 

He passed away, but the enchanted stone remained, 
and has sparkled along the splendid march of successive 
dynasties, and lias reflecteil men and cities which to us 
are nameless, or but a half-deciphered nama It has 
seen tlie mystic ceremonies of Eg)'ptian priests, and 
counts tlieir boastcnl wisdom as a twice-told tale. It 
has watched the unceasing toil of innumerable slaves, 
piling up tlirough many ardent years the idle tombs 
of kinga It baa beheld vast winding lengths of pro- 
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cessions darken and glitter across tlio p1«iin, slowly 
devoured by the sliining city, or issuing from her 
gatos like a monstrous birth. 

But whitlier wander wo ? Standing in this hotel 
of modem Bosttni, wo must confine our inciuiries to 
a far later ci)och than, the Pharaohs*. Step aside, and 
Ipt tho old history sweep past, like tho turbid and 
eddying current of tlio mysterious Nile; forlwaring 
to launch our skifl* earlier than at the beginning of 
tlio present century. 

Tho middle of June, eighteen hundred and sixteen: 
tho river is just In^ginning to rise, and tho thirsty 
land spreads wide her lap to receive him. Siimo 
miles to tho north slundu^rs Cairo in white heat, its 
outline jagged with minarets and bidbous domea. 
Soutliward, the shaded Pyramids ju'int their everlast- 
ing outlines against tlie tn^nulous distance ; old as 
they are, it seems as tliough a pufT of tho Khamsin 
might dissolve them away. Near at hand is a noisy, 
naked' crowd of men and boys, plunging and swim- 
ming in tho water, or sitting and standing along tho 
bank. They are watching and discussing tho slow 
approacli up stream of a largo l)oat with a broad lateen- 
sail, and a stmnge flag lluttering from tho mast-head, 
liumor says that this boat contains a company of 
strangers from bcycmd tho sea ; men who do not 
wear turbans, whose dress is closo-fitting, and covers 
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them from bead to foot, — even the leg^ They come 
to letm wisdom and civilization from the Pyiamids, 
and among the ruins of Memphis. 

A hoDdred yards below this shouting, curious crowd, 
•Unds» waist-deep in the Nile, a slender-limbed boy, 
•boat ten yean old. He belongs to a superior caste, 
and bokls himself above the common rabble. Being 
perfectly naked, a careless eye might, however, rank 
him with the rest^ were it not for the talisman which 
*be wears susjjcnded to a fine gold chain round his 
seek ; a curiously designed diamond ring, the inlieri- 
tanoe of a long line oi priestly ancestors. The boy's 
face is certainly full of intelligence, and the features 
are finely moulded for so young a lad. 

lie also is watcliing the upward progress of the 
lateen-sail ; has heard, moreover, the report conccming 
those on board. He wonders where is the country 
from which they come. Is it tlie land the storks fly to, 
of which mother (before Uic plague carried both her 
and father to a stranger Ixmd still) used to tell such 
wcmderful stories T Does tlie world really extend far 
beyond the valley 7 Is the world all valley and river, 
with now and then some hills, like those away up be- 
yond Memphis? Are there other cities beside Cairo, 
mod that one which he has heard of but never seen, — 
Alexandria? Wonders why the strangers dress in 
tiglit-fitting clothes, with leg-coverings, and without 
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turbans ! Would like to find out about all tbcso 
tilings, — about all things knowable beside these, if 
any there be. Would like to go back with the stran- 
gers to their country, when they return, and so become 
the wisest and most powerful of Iiis race ; wiser even 
than those fabulously learned priestly instructors of 
Iiis, who are so strict with him. Perhaps he might 
find all his forefathers there, and his kind mother, who 
used to tell him stories. 

Bah ! how the sun blisters down on head and shoul- 
ders : will take a dive and a swim, — a short swim . 
only, not far from shore ; for was not the priest telling 
of a boy caught by a great crocodile, only a few days 
ago, and never seen since 7 But there is no crocodile 
near to-day ; and, besides, will not his precious talis- 
man keep him from all harm 7 

TIio subtile Nile catches him softly in his cool arms, 
dandles him, kisses him, flatters him, wooes him im- 
perceptibly onwaRls. Now he is far from shore, and 
the multitudinous feet of the current are hurrying him 
away. Tlie slow-moving boat is much nearer than it 
was a minute ago, — seems to be rushing towards 
him, in spite of the laziness of the impelling breeze. 
The boy, as yet unconscious of his peril, now glances 
shorewards, and sees tlie banks wheel past Tlie crowd 
of bathers is already far beyond hearing ; yet, fright- 
ened and tired, he wastes his remaining strength 'in 
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fruitless sIiouU. Now the deccitru] cildies, oucc so 
soft and friendly, wliirl Iiim down in nitldess exulta- 
tion, lie ^nll never reach the shore, gcxxl swimmer 
though lie bet 

Hark I what plunged from the bank, — what black 
thing moves towanls him across the water 7 Tho 
crocodile ! coming with tears in his eyes, and a lon«^ 
grin of serried teetlu Coming I — the ugly scaly head is 
always nearer and nearer. Tlie boy screams ; but who 
should hear him? He feels whether the talisman bo 
3*ct round his neck. He screiims again, calling, in 
lialf-delirium, upon his dead mother. ^Ii*anwhilo the 
scaly snout is chisi^ u]H)n him. 

A many-voieoil shout, close at hand ; a splashing of 
jx>les in the water ; a rip]»ling of eddies against a 
lioat's Iwws ! As the lH)y drifts by, a Muc-oyeil, ycl- 
low-bcanlinl viking swings himself fn^m tlie halyanl, 
mtclies him, pulls him aUmnl with a jerk and a shout, 
safe! Tlio long grin snails emptily together Ixjhind 
him. Tlio lK>y lies on the divk, a vision of jvoj^le with 
h*g-coverings and other otldities of costume swimming 
in his eyes; one of them snpix>rts his head on his 
knee, and bends over him a round, gooil-naturoil, sixjc- 
tncled faca AIk)vo, a beautifid flag. striiKnl and stamxl 
with white, blue, and reil, flnj^ indolently against tho 
mast — 

IVecisely at this point tho sleeper stirs his hand 
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sliglitly, but enough to throw tho rcconl of Bcvcral 
sucecoiling years into uncertainty anil confusion. 
Here and tlicre, liowever, we catch iniiXTfect glinij^ses 
of tho I^gyptian lad, st^jadily growing up to l>c a toll 
young num. lie is dressed in Eun>ix»an clothes, 
and lives and moves amid civilized surroundings: 
K^'vpt, with her Pyramids, jmlms, and river, wo sco no 
more. The priest's son seems now to bo immersed in 
studies ; ho shows a genius for music and painting, and 
is ihligently storing his mind with other than Eg}'ptiau 
loa\ With him, or never (ar away, wo meet a man 
considerably older tlian the student, — giKxl-natureil, 
whimsical, round of head and face and insignilicant of 
featuri\ Towanls liim doi»s tho student obser\'e tho 
im>founde8t deference, bowing l)efore him, and address- 
ing him as " blaster lliero,** or " blaster Glyi»hic/* 
blaster Iliero, for his part, calls the Eg)'ptian "Mane- 
tho " ; from whirh we might infer his descent from tho 
celebrated historian of that name, but will ni>t insist 
uiH>n this genndogy. As for tho studies, from certain 
signs wo fancy them tending towanls thet>logy; tho 
descendant of Egyptian priests is to become a Chris- 
tian clepg}'nuin I Xevertheless, ho still weaw his talis- 
manic ring. Does ho Kdievc it saved him from tho 
crivcnlile ? Does his Christian enlightenment not sot 
him fn?c from such sui>erstition ? 
So nmch mo piece together from detached glimpses; 
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but now, as tho mngic mj steadies onco more, tilings 
beoomo tiffdn distiuct Judging from the stylo and 
i4>pointmeiits of ^faster Ilicro Glypliic's house, he is 
a wealthy man, and eccentric as well It is full of 
ftrango incongruities and discords ; beauties in abun- 
dance, but ill Imrmonized. One half the house is Iniilt 
like an Kgyptian temple, and is enriched with many 
apoils from the valley of the Nile ; and hero a secret 
chanilier is set apart for Manetho ; its very existi^nce 
is knomn to no one save himself and blaster Iliero. 
lie spctuls much of his time hero, mcilititing and 
working amiilst his hooks and }vi}>en«, playing on his 
Yiolin, or leaning idly back in his chnir, watching the 
amdight, through the horizontal a]X!rture high ak)V0 
bis hooil, creep stealthily across the opix>sito wall 

lUit tliese saintly and scholarly reveries are dis- 
tarbcd anon, blaster Iliero, though a Unchdor, has a 
lialf-sister, a pale, handsome, indolent young woman, 
with dark liair and eyes, and a rather haughty manner. 
Helen appears, and thenceforth the household lives and 
breathes occonling to her Lmguid bidding. >Ianetho 
comes out of his n*tiren)ent, and dances reverential 
attcDdonce upon her. lie is twenty-five yearn old, 
now; txUl, slender, and far from ill-looking, with his 
dark, narrow eyes, wide brows, and tajxTing face. His 
manners aro gentle, suIkIuciI, insinimting, and alto- 
gether ho seems to please Helen ; she condescends to 
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lujii, — moro than coiulcscciuls, j>crhai>s. Mcaiitimc, 
alas ! there is a secret o])iKisitioii in pwgress, eniboilieil 
ill tlie shapely i>ers(>ii of tluit brij^lit-eyed gyi>sy of a 
girl whom her mistress Helen Ciills Salome. There is 
no question as to Salome's completo subjection to the 
atti-actions of the young embryo clergyman ; she pur- 
sues him with eyes ami heart, and, seeing him by 
llelen's side, she is miserably but dumbly jealous. 

How is this matter to end ? ^Ianetho*s devotion to 
Helen seems unwavering; yet sometimes it is hanl 
not to suspect a secret understanding between him and 
Salome. He has ceased to wear his ring, and onco wo 
caught a diamond-si^'irkle from beneath the thick folds 
of lace which cover Helen's bosom; but, on the other 
hand, we fear his arm has been round the g}'p8y's grace- 
ful waist, and that she has learnt the secret of tho pri- 
vate chamln^r. Is demure SFanetho a flirt, or do his 
nlVections and his ambition nin counter to each other? 
Helen would bring him the riches of this world, -r- but 
what should a clergyman caro for such vanities?-— 
while Salome, to our thinking, is far the prettier, live- 
lier, and moro attractive woman of tho two. Brother 
Hiero, whimsical and preoccupied, sees nothing of 
what is going on. He is an antiquary, — an Itlgyptolo- 
gist, and thereto his soul is wedded. Ho Las no eyes 
nor eara for the loves of other i)eople for one another. — 

Provoking ! The uneasy sleeper has moved again, 

s 
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disorganized, bqrond reroedj, the events of a 
wliole year. Judging from such fragments as reach 
it must have been a ' momentous epoch in our his- 
From the bi^ginning, a handsome, stalwart, blue- 
cjed man, with a great beard like a sheaf of straw, 
diooklers upon the scene, and tlienceforth becomes 
iaextricablj mixed up with dark-eyed Helen. We rcc- 
ognixe in him an old acquaintance; he was on the 
ktaen-sailed boat that went up the Nile; it was he 
who swung himself from the vessel's side, and pulled 
Uaiielbo out of the jaws of death, — a fact, by the way, 
of which Manetho remained ignorant until his dying 
dmy. With this new arrival, Helen's supremacy in tlie 
household ends. Thor — so they coll him — involun- 
tarily commands her, and so her subjects. Against him, 
the Reverend Manetho has not the gliost of a chance. 
To bis credit is it that he conceals whatever emotions 
of disappointment or jealousy he miglit be supposed to 
feel, and is no less winning towards Tlior than towards 
the rest of the world. But is it possible that the talis- 
man still hides in Helen's bosom ? Does the conflict 
which it symbolizes beset her heart ? 

The enclianted mirror is still again, and a curious 
scene is reflected from it A laigo and lofty room, 
wiodowless, lit by flaring lamps hung at inter\'als 
roand the walls; the panels contain can'ings in bas- 
relief of EgjrpUan emblems and devices ; columns sur- 
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round the central space* their capitals carved with the 
lotos-flower, tlicir bases planted amidst jmpyrus leaves. 
A border of hieroglyphic inscription encircles the walls, 
just beneath the ceiling. In each comer of the room 
rests a i^ granite sarcophagus, and between each pair 
of pillars stands a mumniy in its wooden case. At 
tliat end farthest from the low-browed doorway — 
which is guarded by two great figures of Isis and 
Osiris, sitting impassive, with hands on knees — is 
raised an altar of black marble, on which bums some 
incensa The perfumed smoke, wavering upwards, 
mingles with that of the Iami)s beneath the high ceil- 
ing. The prevailing color is mddy Indian-red, relieved 
by deep blue and black., while brighter tints show here 
and there. Blocks of polished stone pave the floor, 
and dimly reflect the lights. 

In front of the altar stands a ministerial figure, — 
none other than Manetho, who must have taken 
orders, — and joins together, in holy matrimony, the 
yellow-bearded Tlior and the dark-haired Helen. Mas- 
ter Ilicro, his round, snub-nosed face red with fussy 
emotion, gives the bride away ; while Salome, dressed 
in white and looking very pretty and lady-like, docs 
service as bridesmaid,' — such is her mistress's wIiioL 
She seems in even better spirits than the pale bride, 
and her black eyes scarcely wander from the ministex^s ' 
rapt countcnanca 
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Bat a few hoars later, when brido and groom aro 
gooe, SokNDO, — who, on some phiusible pretext of her 
own, has been allowed to remain with brother Iliero 
Otttil her mistress returns from the wedding-tour, — 
Salnmf ajipears in the secret chamber, where the Kev- 
csvnd ilaoetho sits with his head between his hands. 
We will not look too closely at this inter\'iew. Tliere 
are woids fierce and tender, tears and j^leadings, fever- 
ish caiesses, incoherent promises, distnistful baigains ; 
and it is late before they part Salome passes out 
thioogh the great tomb-like hall, where all the lamps 
aare one are burnt out; and the young minister re- 
Bains to pursue his holy meditations alone. 

We are too discreet to mc^UIle with tlie honeymoon ; 
hot, passing over some eight mouths, behold the hus- 
land and wife returned, to plume their wings ere tak- 
iag the final flight Anotlicr strange scene attmcts 



The dusk of a summer evening. Helen, with a more 
languid step and air than before marriage, saunters 
I jAtli through tlie trees, some distance from the 
She is clad in loose-flowing drai)er}% and has 
tluovn a white slmwl over her head and shoulders. 
I>^^^"«*C a bench of rustic woodwork, she dn>|ts weu- 
tmUf down upon it 

IXanetho comes out all at once, and stands before 
; ho soems to have ikirkenod togetlier from the 
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shadow of tho surrounding trees. Perliaps a little 
startled at his so abrui)t apixjamnce, she 0})en8 lier 
eyes with a wondering haughtiness ; but» at tlio same 
time, the light pressure of the enchanted ring against 
her hosoni feels like a dull sting, and her heart Iteats 
uncomfortably. He begins to speak in his usual tone 
of softest deference ; he sits down by her, and now sho 
is paler, glances anxiously up the path for her delaying 
husband, and the hand that lifts her handkerchief to 
her lips trembles a little. Is it at his words ? or at 
their tone ? or at what she sees lurking behind his 
dusky eyes, cunlling beneath his thin, dark skin, quiv- 
ering down to the tips of his long, slender fingers ? 

All in a moment he bursts forth, without warning, 
witliout restraint, the fire of •the £g}'ptian sun boiling 
in his blood and blazing in his passion. IIo seizes 
her soft white wrist, — then her waist; ho presses 
against his, her bosom, — what a throbbing 1 — her 
cheek to his, — how aghast I lie ]X)urs hot wonls in 
torrents into her ears, — all that his fretting heart has 
hoarded up and brooiled over these months and years 1 
all, — sparing her not a thought, not a ]xi8sionate 
wonl Sl»e tries to rcjxjl him, to escajx?, to scream for * 
help ; but he looks down her eyes with his own, hoUIs 
her fast, and she gasps for breath. So the serpent coils 
about tho dove, and stamj^s his image upon her bewil- 
dered brain. 
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Verfljr, the lioverend Manctho lias niucli forgot- 
ten bimiielt Tlie issue iniglit Iiavo been disastrous, 
hmi not Helen, in tlic crisis of the aiTuir, lost conscious- 
warn, aiMl fallen a dead weight in liis arms. lie laid 
krr gently on tlie bench, fumbled for a moment in the 
bQ0Ofn of lier dress, and drew out the diamond ring. 
Jast then is heani the solid stop of Thor, striding and 
whistling along tlio patlt ^lauetho snails the golden 
dMun, and vanislies with his talisman ; aiul he is the 
to appear, full of sympathy and concern, when the 
husband shouts for help. 



Next n)oming, two little struggling human beings 



blinking and cr}'ing in a darkened room, and there 
motlier to give them milk, and cherish them in 
bosom. Tliero sits tlie father, almost as still and 
cold as wliat was his wife. She did not sivak to him, 
to know him, to tlie last He will never 
the truth ; ^lanetho comes and goes, and rends 
the barial-service, unsuspected and unpunished. Hut 
Saloaoe follows him away from the grave, and some 
words pass Wtween them. Tlie man is no longer what 
he was. He turns suddenly upon her and strikes out 
with savage force ; the diamond on his finger bites into 
tlis flcsli of the g}'l«y*s breast ; she >vill carr}* tlie scar 
sf thtkt brntal blow as long as she lives. So he drove 
kis only lorer away, and looked upon her bright, hand- 
Isca no more. 
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» 

Hero Doctor Glypliic — or whoever this sleeping 
^ man may be — turns heavily upon his face, drawing 

liis hand, with the blood-stained ring, out of sight 
AVe are glad to leave him to his biul dreams; the air 
oppresses us. Come, 't is time wo were oft Tho 
eastern liorixou bows before tho sun, tho air colors 
delicate pink, and tho very tinnbstones in tho gravo- 
yanl blush for symixilhy. Tho s^uirrows have l>ccn 
awako for a half-hour past, and, up aloft, tho clouds, 
whieli wander ceaselessly over tho face of tho earth, 
alighting only on lonely mount;ijn-tops, arc tinted into 
rainbow-quarries by the glorious six^ctoclc. 
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KING ABTHUR, in his Bobemian days, carried 
an adamantine shield, Uie gift of some faiiy rd- 
atire. Koi only was it impenetrable* but, ao intolera- 
ble was iU lustre, it overthrew aU foes before the lance's 
point ooold reach tliem. Observing tliis, the chivalric 
monarch liad a cover made for it, which he never re- 
moved save in the face of supcrliuman odds. 

Here is an analogy. Tlie imaginative reader may 
look upon our enchanted facet-mirror as too glaringly 
simple and direct a source of facts to suit the needs 
of a professed romance. Be there left, he would say, 
mne room for fancy, and even for conjecture. Let 
Ui0 author seem occasionally to consult with his com- 
panion, gracefully to defer to his judgment Bare 
statement, tlie parade of indisputable evidence, is 
veil enough in law, but appears ungentle in a work 
of fiction. 

Bow just is this mild censure I how gladly are 
its <iemands conceded I Let dogmatism retire, and 
flowers of fancy, on your yielding stems I 
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Henceforward the reader is our confidential cotinsellor. 
We will pretend tlmt our means of information are no 
better than other WTiters'. We will uniformly revel in 
speculation, and dally with imaginative delights ; and 
only when hard pressed for the true i>ath will we 
snatch off the veil, and let forth for a moment a re- 
deeming ray. 

In this generous mood, we pa^ through the x^r- 
tition between No. 27 and No. 29. In the matter 
of bedchambers — even hotel bedchambers — there can 
bo great diversity. That we were in just now was 
close and unwholesome, and wore an air of feverish- 
ness and disorder. Here, on the contrary, the air is 
fresh and brisk, for the breeze from Boston harbor — 
slightly flavored, it is true, by its journey across the 
northern part of the city — has' been blowing into the 
room all night long. Here are some trunks and carpet- 
bags, well bepasted with the names of foreign towns 
and countries, famous and infamous. One of the 
trunks is a bathing-tub, fitted with a cover, — an 
agreeable promise of refreshment amidst the dust and 
weariness of travel A Russia-leather travelling-bag 
lies open on the table, disgorging an abundant arma- 
ment of bnishes and combs and various toilet niceties, 
ifr. Helwyse must be a dandy. 

Cheek by jowl with the haversack lies a cylindrical 
case of the same kind of leather, witli a strap attached^ to 
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aling orer the shoulder. This, perhaps, contains a tel- 
It would not he worth mentioning, save that 
prophetic vision sees it coming into use by and by. 
Koi to analyze too closely, everything in this room 
of life, heal til, and movement In spite of 
bareness, and angularity, it is fit for a May 
to enter, and expand to full-grown day. 

It is DOW about half past four, and the crisp new 
iwishine, jost above ground, has clambered over the 
wiiidow-aill, taken a flying leap across the narrow floor, 
mnd u chuckling full in Uie agreeable face asleep upon 
tbe pJDow. The face, feeling Uie warmth, and con- 
ackms, through its closed eyelids, of the light, pres- 
ently stretches its eyebrows, then blinks, and finally 
yawns, — Ah — hi Thirty-two even, white teeth, in 
perfect order ; a great, red, healthy tongue, and a 
roQDd, mellow roar, the parting remonstrance of the 
sleepy god, taking flight for the day. Thereupon a 
voice, fetched from some profounder source than the 
back of tbe head,— 

• Steward I bring me my — Oh ! A land-lubber 
again, am I !** 

Mr. Balder Helwyse now sits up in bed, his hair 
and beard, — which are extraordinarily luxuriant, and 
win be treated at greater length hereader, — his hair 
and beard in tbe wildest confusion. He stares about 
lum with a pair of well-opened dark eyes, which con- 
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trast strangely with his fair Northern complexion. 
Next conies a spasmodic stretching of arms and legs, 
a whisking of bedclothes, and a solid thump of two 
feet upon the floor. Another sur\-ey of the room, 
ending with a deep breathing in of the fresh air and 
an appreciative smack of the lijjs. 

" nose, eyes, ears, and all my other godlike senses 
and faculties ! what a sensation is this of Mother 
Earth at sunrise ! Better, seems to me, than ocean, 
beloved of niy Scandinavian forefathers. Hear those 
birds ! look at those divine trees, and the tall moist 
grass round them ! By my head ! living is a glorioiis 
business 1 — What, ho 1 slave, empty me here tiiat 
bath-tub, and then ring the belL" 

The slave — a handsome, handy fellow, unusually 
docile, inseparable from his master, whose life-long 
bondsman he was, and so much like him in many 
ways (owing, perhaps, to the intimacy always sub- 
sisting between the two), that ho had more than once 
been confounded with him, — this obedient menial — 

No ! not even for a moment will wo mislead our 
reader. Are wo not sworn confidante ? "Wlmt is be 
to think, then, of this abrupt introduction, unheralded, 
unexplained ? Be it at once confessed that Mr. Helwyee 
travelled unattended, that there was no slave or otlicr 
person of any kind in the room, and that tliis liigb- 
sounding order of his was a mere ebullition of bis 
peculiar humor. 
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He was a plulo0ophcr» and was in the habit of making 
mnj of his tenets minister to his amusement* when in 
Us more sportive and genial moods. Kot to exhaust 
cliaimcteristics too early in the story, it need only 
ob&ared here that he held body and soul distinct, 
•o tar antagonistic that one or the other must be 
; foitliermore, that the soid's supremacy was the 
desiiabla Whether it were also invariable and 
there will be opportunity to find out later. 
Meantime, this dual condition was productive of not a 
harmless entertainment to Mr. Helwjrse, at times 
persons less happily oiganized would become 
of ennuL Be the conditions wlmt they miglit, 
be was never without a companion, whose ways lie 
knew, and whom he was yet never weary of question- 
ing and studying Ko subject so dull that its different 
wgpKta, as viewed from soul and from body, would not 
{iTe it piquancy. Ko question so trivial that its dis- 
caanoo on material snd on spiritual grounds would not 
Icod it importance. Nor was any enjoyment so keen 
as not to be enhanced by the contrast of its physical 
with its psychical phase 

Waking up, tliercfore, on this ^lay morning, and 

keag in a cliarming humor, lie chose to look upon 

^*^^•r^^ as tlie proprietor of a body-ser\'ant, and to give 

with patrician imperiousness. Tlio obcilicnt 

then,— to resume the thread, — sprang upon 
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the tub-trunk, wliipi)ed off the lid, and dischai^gcd the 
contents upon the bed in a twinkling. This done, he 
stepped to the bell-rope, and lent it a vigorous jerk, 
soon answered by a brisk tapping at the door. 

" Please, sir, did you ring ? " 

" Indeed I did, my dear. Are you the pretty cham- 
bermaid ? " 

This bold venture is met by silence, only modified by 
a low delighted giggle. Presently, — "Did you want 
anything, sir, please ?" 

" Ever so many things, my girl ; more than my life 
is long enough to tell ! First, though, I want to apolo- 
gize for addressing you from behind a closed door ; but 
circumstances which I can neither explain nor over- 
come forbid my opening it Next, two poils of the 
best cold water at your earliest convenience. Hurry, 
now, there's a Hebe I" 

" Very good, sir," giggles Hebe, retreating down the 
passage. 

It is to be supposed that it was the plebeian body- 
servant that carried on this unideal conversation, and 
that the patrician soul had nothing to do with it The 
ability to lay the burden of lapses from good taste, and 
other goods, upon the shoulders of the flesh, is some- 
times convenient and comforting. 

Balder Ilelwyse, master and man, turns away from 
the door, and catches sight of a white-robed, haiiy- 
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liesded reflection in the looking-glass, the phantom face 
of which at once expands in a genial expression of 
miith; an impalpable arm is outstretched, and the 
waath seems thus to speak: — 

* Stick to your bath, my good fellow, and the evil 
tliii^ of tliis life sliall not get hold of you. Water 
it like truth, — purifying, transparent ; a tonic to those 
ioaled and wearied with the dust and vanity of this 
trmnsitioiial phenomenon called the world. Patronize 
it ! be thy acquaintance with it constant and familiar I 
BeiDember, my dear Bolder, that this slave of thine is 
tke medium through which something better than he 
Ctfaytelf, namely) is filtered to the world, and the world 
to thee. Go to, tlicn I if the filter be foul, shall not 
that which is filtered become unclean also?" 

Here the rhetorical phantom was interrupted by the 
iOGDd of a very good violin, touched with unusual 
ikill, in the next room. Tlie phantom vanished, but 
Mr. Helwyse seated himself softly upon the bed, lis- 
tening with full enjoyment to every note; his very 
toes teeming to partake of his appreciation. Music is 
the mysterious power which makes body and soul — 
■sster and man — thrill as one string. The musician 
played several bars, beautiful in themselves, but un- 
eooDected; and ever and anon there sounded a dis- 
eoffdADt note, like a smirch upon a fair picture. Tlte 
however, showed a master hand, and the 
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themes betrayed tlie soul of a true musician^ albeit 
tainted with some subtile deformity. 

"Heard him last night, and fell asleep, dreaming 
of a man with the brain of a devil and an angel's 
lic<art. Drop in on him presently, and have him down 
to breakfast If young, shall be our brother, — so long 
as there 's anything in him. If — as I jxirtly suspect 
— old, and a father, marry his daugliter. But no; 
such a fiddler as he can t be married, unless unhap- 
pily." Mr. Ilelwyso runs his hands dreamily through 
liis tangled mane, and shakes it back. If philosophi- 
cal, he seems also, to be romantic and imaginativo» 
and impressionable by other personalities. It is, to 
be sure, unfair to judge a man from such unconsidered 
words as ho may let fall during the first half-hour 
after waking up in the morning ; were it otherwise, we 
should infer that, although he might take a genuine 
interest in whomever ho meets, it would be too ana- 
lytical to last long, except where the vein was a very 
rich one. lie would pick the kernel out of the nut^ 
but, that done, would feel no sentimental interest in 
the shell Too much of this ! and yet who can help 
drawing conclusions (and not always incorrectly) from 
the first sight and sound of a new acquaintance T 

There is a knock at the door, and Mr. Helwyse calls 
out, "Hullo? Ahlvthe cold water, emblem of truUi. 
Thank you, Hebe; and scamper away as fast as you 
can, for I 'm going to open the door I " 
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We also vill retire, fastidioos leader, and employ the 
leisure interval in packing an imaginary carpet-bag for 
m short joomey. Our main business, during the next 
few days, is wiUi Mr. Ilelwyse, and since there will be 
no telling wliat becomes of him after that, he must be 
followed up pretty closely. A few days does not seem 
much for Uie getting a satisfactory knowledge of a 
man ; nevertheless, an hour, rightly used, may bo ampla 
If be will continue his liabit of thinking aloud, will 
aflect situations tending to bring out his leading traits 
of character ; if we may intrude upon him, note-book 
in hand, in all his moods and crises, — with all this 
in addition to discretionary use of the magic mirror, 
— it M-ill lie our own fault if Mr. Helwyse be not 
tamed inside out Properly speaking, there is no 
mystery about men, but only a great duhicss and 
lethargy in our perceptions of them. Tlie secret of 
the universe is no more a secret than is the answer 
to a 8chool-boy*s problem^ A mathematician will draw 
you a triangle and a circle, and show you the trigo- 
nometrical science latent therein. But a profoundcr 
mathematician would do as much with tlie equation 
man! 

While I^Ir. Ilelwyse is still lingering over his toilet, 
his neighbor the fiddler, whom he had meant to ask 
to breakfast, comes out of his room, violin-box in hand, 
wilki along the passage-way, and is off down stairs. 
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An odd-looking figure; those stylish clothes become 
him as little as they would a long-limbed, angular 
Egyptian stitue. Fashion, in some men, is on eccen- 
tricity, or rather a violence done to their essential 
selves. A bom fop would have looked as little at 
home in a toga and sandals, as did this swarthy musi- 
cian, doctor, priest, or whatever he was, in his fashion- 
plate costume. Then wliy did he wear it ? 

There are other things to bo followed up before 
attending to that question. But the man is gone, and 
Balder Helwyse has missed this opportunity of making 
his acquaintance. Had he been an hour earlier, — had 
any one of us, for that matter, ever been an hour ear- 
lier or later, — who can tell how the destinies of the 
world would be aflectcd! Luckily for our peace of 
mind, the hj'pothesis involves an impossibility. 






17. 




"XXTHOEVER has been in Boston remembers, or 
* ' has seen, llie old Beacon Hill Bank, uliicli 
stood, not on Beacon Ilill, indeed, but in tltat part of 
School Street now occupied by tlie City Hall. You 
passed down by tlie dirty old church, on tho northeast 
corner of School and Tremont Streets, which stands 
trying to hido its ugly face behind a row of columns 
like sooty fingers, and wliose School-Street side is quite 
bare, and has the distracted aspect peculiar to build- 
ings erected on an inclined piano ; — passing this, you 
came in sight of the bank, a darksome, respectable 
edifice of brick, two stories and a half high, and gam- 
btel-roofed. It stood a little back from the street, 
much as an antiquated aiistocrat might withdraw 
from the stream of modem life, and fancy himself 
exclosive. Tlie poor old bank ! Its respectable brick 
walls have contributed a few rubbish-heaps to the new 
land in the Back Bay, perhaps ; and its floors and 
gamlnel-roof have long since vanished up somebody's 
cbinatej; only its money — its baser port — still sur- 



A BRAHMAN. 43 

vives and circulatea Aristocracy and exdusivism do 
not pay. 

The bank, perhaps, took its title from the fact that 
it owed its chief support to tlie Beacon Hill families, — 
Boston's aristocracy ; and Boston's standard names ap- 
peared upon its list of managers. If business led you 
tliat way, you mounted the well-worn steps, and en- 
tered the rather strict and formal door, over which 
clung the weather-worn sign, — faded gold lettering 
upon a rusty black background. Nothing that met 
your eyes looked new, although everything was scru- 
pulously neat. Opposite the doorway, a wooden flight 
of stairs mounted to the next floor, where were the 
oflices of some old Puritan la\vyers. Leaving the stairs 
on your left, you passed down a dusky passage, and 
through a glass door, when behold I the banking-room, 
with its four grave bald-headed clerks. But you did 
not come to draw or deposit, your business was with 
the Bresident. "Mr. MacGentle in?" "That way, 
sir.*' You opened a door with "Private" painted in 
black letters upon its ground-glass panel Another 
bald-headed gentleman, wuth a grim determination 
about the mouth, rose up from his table and barred 
your way. This was Mr. Dyke, the breakwater against 
which the waves of would-be intruders into the inner 
seclusion often broke themselves in vain ; and unless 
you had a genuine pass, your expedition ended there. 
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Our pass — for we, too, are to call on Mr. MacGentle 
— would eanj us through solider obstructions than 
Mr. Dyke; it is the pass of imagination. He does 
soi even raise his head as we brush bjr him. 

Bttt^ firsts let us inquire who Mr. MacGentle is, 
besides President of the Beacon Hill Bank. He is 
s man of refinement and cultivation, a scholar and a 
leader, has travelled, and, it is said, could handle a 
pen to better purpose than tlie signing bank-notes. 
In his eariier years he studied law, and gained a ccr- 
tAtn degree of distinction in Uie profession, although 
(owing, perhaps, to his having entered it with too ideal 
and high-strung views as to its nature and scope) ho 
nerer met with what is \nilgarly colled success. For- 
tunately for the ideal barrister, an ample private estate 
made him independent of professional earnings. Later 
in life, he trod the confines of politics, still, however, 
enveloping himself in timt tlieoretical, unpractical at- 
iDOspbere which was his most marked, and, to some 
people, least comprehensible characteristic. A certain 
mild halo of statesmanship ever after invested him; 
not that he had at any time actually borne a share 
in the government of tlie nation, but it vms under- 
stood that he might have doue so, had ho so chosen, 
or had his political principles been tough and clastic 
enough to endure the wear and strain of action. As 
it was, aome of the most renowned men in the Senate 




A BBAHMAK. 45 

were known to have been Iiis intimates at college, and 
he still met and conversed with them on terms of 
equality. 

Between law, literature, and statesmanship, in all 
of which pursuits he had acquired respect and good- 
will, without actually accomplishing anything, l^Ir. 
^lacGcntle fell, no one knew exactly how, into the 
presidential chair of the Beacon Hill Bank. As soon 
as he was there, everybody saw that there he belonged. 
His social position, his culture, his honorable, albeit 
intangible record, suited the old bank welL Ho had 
an air of subdued wisdom, and people were fond of 
appealing to his judgment and asking his advice, — 
perhaps because he never seemed to expect them to 
follow it when given (as, indeed, they never did). Tho 
Board of Directors looked up to liim, deferred to him, 
— nay, believed him to be as necessary to tho bank's 
existence as the entire aggregate of its supporters ; but 
neither the Board nor the President himself ever 
dreamed of adopting 'Mr. MacGentle's financial thco- 
ries in the conduct of the banking business. 

Let no one hastily infer that the accomplished gen- 
tleman of whom we speak was in any sense a sham. 
No one could be more true to himself and his pro- 
fessions. But — if we may hazard a conjecture — ho 
never breathed the air that other men breathe; an- 
other sun than ours shone for him; the world that 
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Us senses was not our world His life, in sliort, 
not human life, yet so closely like it tliat the 
two might be said to correspond, as a face to its 
Inflection in the mirror; actual contact being in both 
CMOS impossible No doubt the world and he knew 
of the barrier between tliem, though neither said so. 
Hie former, with its usual happy temperament^ was 
little aflected by the separation, smiled good-naturedly 
«pon the latter, and never troubled itself about the 
difficulties in the way of sliaking hands. But Mr. 
HocGentle, being only a single man, i)erhap8 felt 
lonely and sad. Either he was a ghost, or the world 
waa. In youth, he may have believed himself to be 
the only real flesh and blood ; but in later years, the 
terrible weight of the world's majority forced him to 
the opposite couclusion. And here, at last, he and the 
world were at one! 

Suppose, instead of listening to a personal dcscrip* 

' tion of this good old gentleman, we take a look at him 

with our own eyes. Tliere is no danger of disturbing 

no matter how busy he may be. The inner 

is very small, and as neat as though an old 

maid lived in it Tlie furniture looks as good as new, 

hot is sobdued to a tone of sober maturity, and chimes 

in so well with the general effect that one scarcely 

it The polished table is mounted in dark 

; behind the horsehair-covered arm-chair is a 



A BBAmiAK. 47 

gray marble mantel-piece, overshadowing an open grate 
with polished bars and firc-utcnsils in the English 
style. During the winter montlis a lump of cannel- 
coal is always burning there ; but the flame, even on 
the coldest days, is too much on its good beliavior to 
'■ give out very decided heat Over the mantel-piece 
lian'^s a crayon copy of Correggio's Heading Magda- 
len, — the only touch of sentiment in the whole room, 
and that, perhaps, accidental 

The concrete nature of the President's surroundings 
is at first peri)lexing, in view of our theory about his 
chamcter. But it is evident that the world could 
never provide him with funiiture corresponding to the 
texture of Ins mind ; and hence he would instinctively 
lay hold of tliat which was most commonplace and 
non-committal If he could realize nothing outside 
himself, he might at least remove whatever woidd dis- 
tract him from inward contemplation. Tliero is, how- 
ever, one article in this little room which wo must not 
omit to notice. It is a looking-glass ; and it Iiangn, 
of all places in the world, right over Mr. MacGen- 
tic's standing-desk, in the embrasure of the window. 
As often as he looks up he beholds the reflection of his 
cultured and sad-lined physiognomy, with a glimpse of 
dusky wall beyond. Is he a vain man? His worst 
enemy, had he one, would not call him that Never- 
theless, Mr. MacGen tie finds a pathetic comfort in this 
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small mirror. 2\o cue, not even he, could tell where- 
fore ; but we fancy it to he like that an exile feela, 
•ecing a picture of Iiis birthplace, or hearing a strain 
of his native music. The mirror shows him something 
more real, t« his sense, than is anything outside of it ! 

Well, there stands the old geutlemau, writing at this 
desk in the window. All men, tlicy say, bear more or 
less resemblance to some animal ; Mr. MacGentlo, 
lathcr tall and slender, with his slight stoop, and liis 
black broadcloth frock-coat buttoned closely about his 
waist, brings to mind a cultivated, grandfatherly grey- 
hound, upon liis hind legs. He has thick wliite hair, 
witl) a gentle curl in it, growing all over his finely 
moolded head. He is close-shaven ; his mouth and 
nose are formed with great delicacy ; his eyes, now 
somewhat faded, yet show an occasional reminiscence 
of youthful fire. The eyebrows are habitually lifted, — 
a result, possibly, of the growing infirmity of Mr. Mac- 
Gentle's vision ; bnt it produces an expression of half- 
plaintive lesignatioD, wliich is rendered pathetic by tlio 
-wrinkles acroes his forehead and the dejected lines 
•boat his delicate moutk 

He is dressed with faultless nicety and elegance, 
tbongh in a fashion now out of date. Perhaps, in 
graceful recognition of the advance of age, he has 
adhered to the style in vogue when age first began to 
weigh upon his ahooldeis. He gazes mildly out from 
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tho embrasure of an upright collar and tall stock; 
below spreads a wide expanse of spotless sliirt-front 
His trousers are always gray, except in the heat of 
summer, when they become snowy white. Tliey are 
uniformly too long ; yet he never disi)ense8 with his 
straps, nor with the gaiters that crown his gentlemanly 

shoes. 

Although not a stimulating companion, one loves 
to be where Amos MacGentlo is ; to watch his quiet 
movements, and listen to his meditative talk. What 
he says generally bears the stamp of thought and 
intellectual capacity, and at first strikes tho listener 
as rare good sense ; yet, if reconsidered afterwards, or 
applied to the practical tests of life, his wisdom is apt 
to fall mysteriously short Is Mr. MacGentle aware 
of this curious fact ? There sometimes is a sadly 
humorous curving of the lips and glimmering in tho 
eyes after he has uttered something especially pro- 
found, which almost warrants the suspicion. Tlie lack 
of accord between the old gentleman and the world 
has become to him, at last, a dreary sort of jest 

But we might go on forever touching the elusive 
chords of Mr. MacGentle's being; one cannot help 
loving him, or, if he be not real enough to love, be- 
stowing upon him such aflcction as is inspired by some 
gentle symphony. Unfortunately, he figures but little 
in the coming pages, and in no active part; such, 
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indeed, were unsuited to him. But it is pleasant to 
iiaagh his letiied little office on our way to 
less peaceful and subdued; and we would 
^adlj look forward to seeing him once more, when the 
of the day is over and the sun has gone down. 




V. 



A XEW MAN WITH AN OLD FACE 

ABOUT an hour before noon on this same twenty- 
seventh of May, Mr. Dyke heard a voice in the 
outer rooin. He had lield his i)Osition in the house as 
confidential clerk for nearly or quite twenty-five years, 
Mas blessed with a good memory, and was fond of 
saying that he never foi^ot a face or a voice. So, as 
this voice from the outer room readied his ears, he 
tunied one eye up towards the door and muttered, 
"Heard that before, somewhere!" 

The ground-glass panel darkened, and the door una 
thrown wide open. Upon the threshold stood a young 
man about six feet in height, of figure rather graceful 
anc. hannonious than Uiassive. A black velveteen 
jacket fitted closely to his shape ; he had on a Tyr- 
olese hat ; his boots, of thin, pliant leather, reached 
above the knea He carried a stout cane, with a 
handle of chamois-liorn ; to a couple of straps, cross* 
ing each shoulder, were attached a travelling-scrip and 
a telescoi^e-case. 

But ncitlier his attire nor the unusual size and dark 
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Wniaiiejr of hit ejes was 80 noticeable as liis liair and 
beaid, which ontgrew the bounds of common experi- 
enee. Beaids^ to be sure, were far more rare twenty 
yeais ago than they have since becoma The hair was 
yellow, with the troe hyadnthine carl pervading ib 
Bejoicing in Inxoriant mighty it clothed and redothed 
the head, and, descending lower, tumbled itself in bold 
msssM on the young man's shoulders. As for the 
beard, it was well in keeping. Of a purer yellow 
than the hair, it twisted down in crisp, vigorous waves 
below the point marked by mankind's third shirt-stud. 
It was full half as broad as it was long, and lay to tlie 
right and left from the contro-line of the face. Tlie 
owner of this oriflamme looked like a young Scandi- 
navian god. 

There seems to be a deeper significance in hair tlmn 
meets the ey& Sons of Esau, whose beards grow high 
np on their cheek-bones, who are hairy down to their 
ankles^ and to the second joints of their fingers, are 
generally men of a kindly and charitable nature, strong 
in what we call the human element One remembers 
their stout hand-grip ; they look frankly in one's face, 
and the heart is apt to go out to them more sponta- 
aeoiisly than to tlie smooth-faced Jacobs. Such a man 
was Samson, whose hair was his strength, — the 
stiength of inborn trutli and goodness, whereby ho 
waJilad to smite tlie lying Philistines. And al- 
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though they once, by tlieir sophistries, managed to get 
the bettor of him for a while, they forgot that good 
inborn is too vigorous a matter for any mere razor 
finally to subdue. See, again, what a great beard Saint 
Taul had, and what an outspoken, vigorous heart I 
Was it from freak that Greeks and Easterns reverenced 
beanls as symbols of manhood, dignity, and wisdom f 
or that Christian Fathers thundered against the barber, 
as a violator of divine law? No one, surely, could 
accuse that handy, oily, easy little personage of evil 
intent ; but he synibolized the subtile principle which 
l>arcs away the natural virtue of man, and substitutes 
an artificial polish, which is hypocrisy. It is to be 
obscr\'ed, however, that hair can be representative of 
natural evil as well as of good. A tangle-headed bush- 
mnger docs not win our sympathies. A Mussulman 
keeps his beard religiously clean.. 

MeauM'hilo the yellow-haired Scandinavian, whom 
wc have already laid under the imputation of being a 
dandy, stood on the threshold of Mr. Dyke's office, and 
that gentleman confronted him with a singularly in- 
quisitive stare. The visitor's face was a striking one, 
but can be described, for the present, only in general 
terms. lie might not be called handsome; yet a very 
handsome man would be apt to appear insignificant 
beside him. His features showed strength, and were 
at the same time cleanly and finely cut There was 
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freedom in the arch of his eyebrows, and plenty of 
eye-room beneath them. 

He took off his hat to Mr. Dyke, and smiled at him 
with artless superiority, insomuch that the elderly 
elerk's sixty years were disconcerted, and the Cerberus 
seemed to dwindle into the bumpkin! Tliis young 
fellow, a good deal less than half Mr. Dyke's age, was 
yet a far older man of the world tlian he. Not that 
his appearance suggested the kind of maturity wliich 
results from abnormal or distorted development, — on 
tbe contrary, he was tlioroughly genial and healthful 
Bat that power and assurance of eye and lip, generally 
bonght only at the price of many years* bufletings, 
giren and taken, were here married to tlie first flush 
and vigor of young manhood. 

* My name is Ilelwysc ; I have come from Europe 
to see Mr. Amos ^lacGentle," said the visitor, cour- 
teously. 

• Ilelwyse 1 — Hel — " repeated Mr. Dyke, ha^'ing 
jeem ingly quite foigotten himself. His customary 
■Mimer to strangers implied that he knew, better tlian 
they did, wlio they were and wlmt tlicy wanted ; and 
that what he knew was not much to their credit But 
Ik eoald only open his mouth and stare at this Hcl- 



"Ifr MacGentle is an old friend; run in and tell 
I 'm here, and you will see." The young man put 
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his hajid kiudly on the elderly clerk's shoulder, much 
ns though the latter were a gaping school-boy, and 
directed him gently towards the inner door. 

Mr. Dyke regained his voice by an cfibrt, thongh 
still lacking complete self-command. " I beg your par- 
don, Mr. Hclwyse, sir, — of course, of course, — it 
didn't seem possible, — so long, you know, — but I 
remembered the voice and the face and the name, — I 
never forget, — but, by George, sir, can you really 
bo — ?" 

"I see you have a good memory; you are Dyke, 
are n't you ? " And Mr. Helwyse threw back his head 
and laughed, perhaps at the clerk's bewildered face, 
At all events, the latter laughed, too, and they both 
shook hands very heartily. 

" Beg pardon again, Mr. Helwyse, I '11 speak to the 
President," said Mr. Dyke, and stepped into the sanc^ 
iuary of sanctuaries. 

Mr. MacGentle was taking a nap. He was seventy 
years old, and could drop asleep easily. Wlien he 
slept, however lightly and briefly, he was pretty 
sure to dream ; and if awakened suddenly, his dream 
would often prolong itself, and mingle with passing 
events, which would themselves put on the semblance 
of unreality. On the present occasion the sound of 
Ilelwyse's voice had probably crept through the door, 
and insinuated itself into his dreaming brain. 
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Jlr. Dyke was too much excited to remark the Presi- 
dent's coDdition. He put liis mouth close to the olJ 
gentleman's car, and said, in an emphatic and pene- 
trating undertone, — 

" Here's your old friend Helwyse, who died in Europe 
two years ago, como back again, yotinrjtr titan ever ! " 

If the confidential clerk expected his superior to 
eclio his own bewilderment, he was disappointed. Mr. 
MacGentle unclosed his eyes, looked up, and answered 
rather pettishly, — 

""What nonsense are you talking alwut his dying in 
Europe, Mr. Dyke T He has n't been in Europe for six 
yean. I was expecting him. Let him come in at once." 

But ho was already tlicro ; and ilr. Dyke slipped 
- out again with consternation written upon liis features. 
Mr. MacGentle fouud himself with his thin old haud 
in the young man's warm grasp. 

* Helwyse, liow do you do ? — how do you do t Ah ! 
joQ look as well as ever. I was just tliinking about 
you. Sit down, — sit down ! " 

Tlie old President's voice had a strain of melancholy 
in it, partly the result of chronic asthma, and partly, 
no doubt, of a melancholic tcmperanieut. Tins strain, 
being constant, 'sometimes liad a curiously incongruous 
effect as contrasted with tlie subject or circumstances 
in band. Whether hailing tlie dawn of the millennium, 
btddiiig playful converse with a child, making a speech 
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before the Board, — under wliatcver rlictx)rical coDdi- 
tions, I^Ir. MacGeutlc s intonation was always pitched 
ill the same murmurous and somewliat plaintivo key. 
l^Iorcover, a corresponding immobility of facial expres- 
sion had grown upon him ; so that altogetlicr, though 
he was the most sympathetic and sensitive of men, a 
sui)crficial observer might take him to Iks lacking iu 
the common feelings and impulses of humanity. 

Perhaps the incongruity alluded to had not alto- 
gether escaped his own notice, and since discoi-d of any 
kind pained him, he had mended the matter — as best 
ho could — by surrendering himself entirely to his 
mournful voice; allowing it to master his gestures, 
choice of language, almost Iiis thoughts. Tlie result 
was a colorlessness of manner which did great injustice 
to the gentle and delicate soul behind. 

This conjecture might explain wliy Mr. MacGcntle, 
instead of falling upon his friend*s neck and shedding 
tears of welcome there, only uttered a few common- 
])lace sentences, and then drooped back into his clmir. 
But it throws no light upon his remark that ho hod 
been expecting the arrival of a friend who, it would 
appear, liad been dead two years. Ilelwyso himself 
may liave been puzzled, by this ; or, being a quick- 
witted young man, he may have divined its explana- 
tion, lie looked at his entertainer with critical sym- 
pathy not uutinged with humor. 

3» 
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" I Lope yon arc as ■well as I am," said Iia 
" A little tired this momiiig, I believe ; I never was 
80 strong a man as you, Ilelwyse. I tliink I must liavo 
paseed a bad night. I remember dreaming I was an 
old man, — an old man with white hair, Ilelwyse" 

""Were you glad to wako up again?" asked the young 
man, meeting the eldcr'a faded eyes, 

" I hardly know whctlior I 'm unite awake yet. And, 
after all, Thor, I 'm not sure that I don't wifili iho 
dream miglit have been tnie. If I were really an ohl 
man, what a long, lonely future I sliould escape ! hut 
as it ig-^as it is — " 

He relapsed into reverie Ah ! Mr. I^IacGentlo, are 
jou ^aiD tlio toll and graceful youth, full of romance 
and fire, who roamed abroad in quest of adventures 
with your tmsty friend Tlior Hcbvyse, the yellow- 
bearded Scandinavian ? Bo you fancy this fresh, un- 
Trinkled face a mate to your own ? and is it but the 
risioD of a restless night, — this long-drawn life of dull 
routine and gradual disappointment and decay T Open 
those dim eyes of yours, good sir ! stir those thin old 
legs ! inflate that sunken chest I — Ha I is that cough 
imaginoiy 1 those trembling muscles, — are they a de- 
InsioD T is tliat misty glance only a momentary weak- 
ness ? There is no youth loft in you, Mr. MncGentlc ; 
not BO moch as would keep a rose in bloom for an 
boor. 
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"Have you seen Doctor Glyphic lately?" inquired 
Ilelwyse, after a pause. 

"Glypliio? — do you know, I was thinking of him 
just now, — of our first meeting with liim in the Afri- 
can desert You remember ! — a couple of Bedouins 
were carrying him off, — they had captured him on his 
way to some apocryphal ruin among the sand-heaps. 
What a grand moment was that when you caught the 
Sheik round the throat with your umbrella-handle, and 
pulled him off his horse ! and then we mounted poor 
Glyphic upon it, — mummied cat and all, — and away 
over the hot sand ! What a day was that I what a day 
was that ! " 

The 8peaker*s eyes had kindled ; for a moment one 
saw the far flat desert, the struggling knot of men and 
horses, the stampede of the three across the plain, and 
the high sun flaming inextinguishable laughter over 
all I — and it had happened nigh forty years ago. 

" He never forgot that service," resumed Mr. Mao- 
Gcntle, his customary plaintive manner returning. 
"To that, and to your saving the Egyptian lad,— • 
Manetho, — you owe your wife Helen : ah I foi^ve 
me, — I had forgotten; she is dead, — she is dead." 

"I never could understand," remarked Helwyse, 
aiming to lead the conversation away from gloomy 
topics, " why the Doctor made so much of Manetho." 

" That was only a part of the Egyptian mania that 
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possessed him, and 1>cgnn, you know, witli Ins clianging 
h'la ntimc from Henry to Hilto; and lias gone on, 
until now, I suppose, lie actutilly believes himself to 
be some old inscriptioo, containing precious accrcts, 
not to be found elsewhere. Kefore the adventure with 
the boy, I lemcrobcr, he had formed the idea of huihl- 
ing a miniature Egypt in New Jersey ; and Klanctho 
served well as the living human clement in it, 
•Though I take him to America,' you know he said, 
' lie shall live in Egypt still. lie siiall have a temple, 
and an altar, and leis and Osiris, and papyri and pnlm- 
trees and a crocodile ; and when he dies I will embalm 
him like a Pharaoh.' ' But suppose you die first ? ' 
said one of us. 'Tlien lie shall embalm me I' cried 
Hiero, aod I will be the first American mummy,'" 

Mr. MacGentle seemed to find a dreamy enjoyment 
in working this vein of reminiscence. He sat back in 
Lis low arm-cbair, his unsubstantial face turned medi- 
tatively towards Uie l^lagdalen, his bands brought 
together to support bis delicate chin. Helwyse, appre- 
hbnding that the vein might at last bring the dreamer 
down to the present day, encouraged him to follow it. 

" It must have been a disappointment to the Doctor 
that Ills prott^gi! took up the Christian religion, instead 
of following the faith and observances of his Egyptian 
ancestors, for tlie last five thousand years ! " 

"Why, perhaps it was, Thor, perhaps it was," mur- 
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mured ^Ir. MacGcntle. " But Manctlio never entered 
the i)ulpit, you know ; it would not have been to his 
intt^rest to do so ; besides that, I believe he is really 
devoted to Glypliic, believing that it was he who saved 
liim from the crocodile. People are all the time mak- 
ing such absurd mistakes. Manetho is a man who 
would be unalterable either in gratitude or enmity, 
although his extenial manner is so mild. And as to 
his taking orders, why, as long as he wore an Eg}'ptian 
robe, and said his prayers in an Egyptian temple, it 
would be all the same to Glyphic what religion the 
man professed I " 

" Doctor Glyphic is still alive, then ? " 
The old man looked at the young one with an air 
half apprehensive, half peqilexed, as if scenting the 
far approach of some undefined difficulty. lie passed 
his wliite hand over his forehead. " Everything seems 
out of joint to-day, llelwyse. Nothing looks or seems 
natural, except you I What is the matter with me ? — 
what is the matter with me ? " 

llelwyse sat with both hands twisted in his mighty 
beard, and one booted leg thrown over the other. lie 
was full of sympathy at the spectacle of poor Amos 
JIacGcntle, blindly groping after the phantom of a 
flower whose bloom and fragrance had vanished so 
terribly long ago ; and yet, for some reason or other, 
he could hardly forbear a smile. When anyUiing is 
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utterly ont of place, it is no mnre pathetic than absurd ; 
moreover, young men are ahvays secretly iocUned to 
laugli at old ones ! 

" A\niy aliould not Glj-pliic l>e alive?" resumed Mr. 
MacGentle. " "Why not he, as well aa you or T ? 
Are n't wo all nliout of an age ? " 

Hclwj'se drew his chair close to hia companion's, 
and took his hand, as if it had been a young girl's. 
"My dear friend," said he, "you said you felt tired this 
morning, but yon forget how far you 've travelled since 
we Inst met Doctor Glypliic, if lie lie living now, 
must be more than sixty years old. Yonr dream of 
old age was such a» many have dreamed before, and 
not awakened from in this world I " 

" Let me think ! — let me think ! " said the old man ; 
and, Helwyse drawing Iiack, tliei-e ensued a silence, 
Taried only by a long and tremulous sigh from his 
companion ; whether of relief or dejection, tlie visitor 
could not decide. But when Mr. AfacGentle apoke, it 
■waa with more assurance. Eitlicr from mortification at 
Lis illusion, or more probably from imperfect percep- 
tion of it, he made no reference to what had passed. 
Old age possesses a kind of composure, arising from 
dulled sensibilities, which the most self-possessed 
youth can never rival 

"We heard, through the London branch of our 
hoaao, Hat Tbor Helwyse died some two years ago." 



.} • ■ 

i ■' 



■I 



i 

r 



A KEW MAN WITH AN OLD FACE. G3 

" He >vas drowned in tho Baltic Sea. I am liis son 
llaliler." 

" Ho was my friend," observed tho old man, simply ; 
but tho tone ho used was a magnet to attract the sou's 
lieart. " You look very much like him, only his eyes 
wci-c blue, and yours, as I now see, are dark ; but you 
miglit be mistaken for him." 

"I sometimes have been," rejoined Balder, with a 
half-smilc. 

" And you aro his son I You are most welcome I " 
said Mr. SlacGcntlc, with old-fashioned courtesy. 
" Forgive me if I have — if anything has occurred to 
annoy you. I am a very old man, Mr. Balder ; so old 
tliat sometimes I believe I forget how old I am t And 
Tlior is dead, — drowned, — you say ? " 

" The Baltic, you know, has been the grave of many 
of our forefathers ; I think my father was glad to fol- 
low them. I never saw liim in better spirits than dur- 
ing tliat gale. We were bound to England from Den- 
mark." 

"Helen's death saddened him, — I know, — I know; 
ho was never gay after that But how — how did — ? " 

"Ho would keep the deck, though the helmsman 
had to be lashed to the wheel. I think he never cared 
to sec land again, but he was full of spirits and life. 
He said this was weather fit for a Vikinjr. 

" We were standing by the foremast, hohling on by a 
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bclayiug-pin- The sea came over tlie side, and struck 
liim overboard I went after him. Another wave 
brouglit me back ; but not my father ] I was knocked 
senseless, and wben I came bo, it was too late." 

Helwyse's voice, towards the end of tiiis story, be- 
came husky, and Mr. ilocGcntle's cyca, as ho listcued, 
grew dimmer tlian ever. 

"Ah I" said lie, " I shall not die so. I eliaU dio 
away gradually, liko a breeze that has been blowing 
tbis way and that all day, and falls at sunset, no one ' 
knows how. Tlior died as becarao him ; and I shall 
die as becomes me, — as becomes me I" And so, in- 
deed, be did, a few years later ; but not unknown nor 
UDcared for. 

Balder Helwysc was a philosopher, no douht ; but it 
was no part of bis wistlom to be indifferent to un* 
strained sympathy. He went on to s^ieak further of 
bis own concerns, — a thing he was little used to do. 

It appeared that, from tlie time be lii«t crossed the 
Atlantic, being then about four years old, up to the time 
be bad recrossed it, a few weeks ago, lie had been jour- 
neying to and 'fro over the Eastern Hemisphere. His 
£atber, who, as well as himself, was American by birtb, 
was the descendant of a Danish family of high station 
aod antiquity, and inherited the restless spirit of his 
ancestors. In the course of bis early wanderings he 
bad falleD in with MacGentle, who, though somewhat 



A NEW MAN wrrn an old face. C5 

older than Tlelwj'se, was still a young man ; and later 
these two had encountered Iliero Glyphia About fif- 
teen years after this it was that Thor appeared at 
Glyphic's house in New Jersey, and was welcomed by 
that singular man as a brother; and here be fell in 
love with Glyphic's sister Helen, and married ber. 
With her be received a large fortune, wbicb the addi- 
tion of bis own made great ; and at Glypbic's deaUi, 
Thor or his heirs would inherit the bulk of the estate 
left by him. 

So Thor, being then in the first prime of life, was 
prepared to settle down and become domestic. But 
the sudden death of his wife, and the subsequent loss 
of one of the children she had borne him, drove bim 
once more abroad, with his baby son, never again to 
take root, or to return. And here Balder's story, as 
told by him, began. He seemed to liave matured 
very early, and to have taken hold of knowledge in all 
its branches like a Titan. The precise age at wbicb be 
had learned all that European schools could teach him, 
it is not necessary to s^xjcify ; since it is rather with 
the nature of his mind than with the list of bis accom- 
plishments .that we shall have to do. It might be 
possible, by tracing his connection with French, or 
German, or Englisli philosophers, to make shrewd 
guasses at the qualities of his own creed ; but these 
will perhaps reveal themselves less diilidently under 
other tests. 
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The last four or live years of liis life Balder liad 
spent in acquiring Bucli culture aa scliools coiilJ not 
give him. Wicre lie went, what he did and saw, we 
shall not exercise our power categorically to reveal ; 
remarking only tliat his means and his social rank left 
liim free to go as high as well as low as he pleased, — 
todino with English dukes or with Eitssian serfs. JSut 
a fine chastity inherent in hia Northern blood had, 
■whatever were his moral convictions, kept him from 
the mire ; and the sudden death of his father had given 
liim a graver turn than was normal to his years. 
Meanwhile, the financial crash, which at this time so 
largely affected Europe, swallowed up the greater part 
of Balder's fortune ; and with the remnant (about a 
thousand pounds sterling), and a potential indepen- 
dence (in the shape of a learned profession) in his 
head, he sailed for Boston. 

" I knew you were my uncle Hiero'e bankers," he 
added, " and I supposed you would be able to tell me 
about him. He is ray only living relative." 

" Why, as to that, I believe it is a long time since 
the house has had anything to do with his concerns," 
returned the venerable President, abstractedly gazing 
at Balder's high boots ; "but I '11 ask Mr. Dyke. He 
remembers eveiything." 

That gentleman (who liad not passed an easy mo' 
ment since Mr. Helwyse's arrival) was now called in. 
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and his suspense regarding the mysterious visitor soon 
relieved. In respect to Doctor Glypbic's affair ho was 
ready and explicit 

"No dollar of his money has been through our 
hands since winter of Eighteen thirty-five — six, Mr. 
llolwyse, sir, — winter following your and your rc- 
sjiccted father's departure for foreign parts," stated Mr. 
Dyke, straightening his mouth, and planting his fist on 
Iiis hip. 

" Ilm — hm I " murmured the President, standing 
thin and bent before the empty fireplace, a coat-tail 
over each arm. 

" You have heard nothing of him since then ?" 

" Nothing, Mr. Helwyse, sir ! Eeverend I^Ianetho 
Glyphic — undcratood to be the Doctor's adopted son 
— came here and effected the transfer, under authority, 
of course, of his foster-father's signature. Where the 
property is at this moment, how invested, with what 
returns, neither the President nor I can inform you, 
sir." 

" lira — hm I " remarked Mr. MacGentle again. It 
was a favorite comment of his upon business topics. 

" It is possible I may be a very wealtliy man," said 
r>alder, when Mr. Dyke had made his resolute bow and 
withdrawn. " But I hope my uncle is alive. It would 
be a loss not to have known so eccentric a man. I 
liave a miniature jof him which I have often studied. 
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SO Ui8t I shall know liim when we moot Can lio bo 
married, do you think ? " 

" Wliy no. Balder ; no, I should hardly think so," 
answered Mr. MacGeutle, who, at tho departure of 
his confidential clerk, had relapsed into bis unoflicial 
position and manner. "Cy the way, do t/ok coutcm- 
pUte that step!" 

"It is said to be an impediment to great enter- 
prises. I coidd leam little by domestic life that I 
could not leam better otherwise." 

"Hm, — we could not do without woman, you 
know." 

"If I could many Woman, I would do it," said tho 
young man, unblusliingly. " But a single crumb from 
that great loaf would bo of no use to me." 

' Ah, you have n't learned to appreciate women I 
Tou never knew your mother, Balder ; and your sister 
was lost before she was old enough to be anytliing 
to you. By the way, I have always cherished a hope 
that she might yet be found. Ferliaps she may, — 
perhaps she may." 

Balder looked perplexed, till, thinking the old gen- 
tleman might be referring to a reunion in a future 
state, lie said, — ■ 

* You believe that people recognize one another in 
the next world, Mr. MncGentlei" 

"Perhaps^ — perhaps; but why not here as wellt" 
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murmured tlio other, in reply ; and Balder, suspecting 
a return of absent-mindedness, yielded the point IIo 
had grown up in the belief that his twin-sister had 
died in her infancy ; but his venerable friend apx)cared 
to be under a different impression. 

" I shall go to New York, and try to find my uncle, 
or some trace of him," said he. " If I 'm unsuccessful, 
I mean to come back liere, and settle as a physician." 

'* What is your specialty ? " 

"I'm an eye-doctor. The Boston people are not 
all clear-eyed, I hope." 

" Not all, — I should say not all ; perliaiw you may 
be able to help me, to begin with," said Mr. MacGentle, 
with a gleam of melancholy humor. " I will ask Mr. 
Dyke about the chances for a practice; he knows 
everj'thing. And, Balder," he added, when the young 
man rose to go, " let me hear from you, and see you 
again sometimes, whatever may happen to you in Uie 
way of fortune. I 'm rather a lonely old man, — a 
lonely old man. Balder." 

"1*11 be here again veiy soon, — unless I get mar- 
ried, or commit a murder or some such enormity,'* 
rejoined Ilelwyse, his long mustache curving to liis 
smile. They shook hands; — the vigorous young god 
of the sun and the faded old wraith of Bi-ahmanism, — 
with a friendly look into each other's eyes. 
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THE VAGARIES OF HEUVYSE. 



I "O ALDER HELWTSE was a man full of natiirnl 
H J—' and healthy tnslincLa : he was not afraid to laugh 
H tiprooriously when so inclJued ; nor apt to counterfeit 
Jr so much as a bhiiIp, only because n smile would look 
welL What showed a rarer audacity, — lie had moi-e 
than ODce dared to weep I To crush down real emo- 
tions fonoed, in short, uo part of liis ideal of a man. 
Not belonging to tlie Little-pot-soon-hot family, ho Imd, 
perhaps, never found occasion to go beyond the control 
of his temper, and blind rage he would in no wise 
allow himself; but he delighted in antagonisms, and 
thongh it came not within his rules to hate any man, 
he was inclined to cultivate an enemy, as more likely 
to be instructive than some friends. His love of actual 
battle was intense: he had punched heads with many 
a hard-fisted school-boy in England ; lie bore the scar 
of ft German khlagcr high up on his forclicad; and 
later, in Paris, he had delibemtely invaded the sus- 
ceptibilities of a French journalist, had followed liini 
to tlie field of honor, and been there run through the 
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body with a small-sword, to the satisfaction of both 
parties, lie was confmcd to his bed for a while ; but 
his overflowing spirits healed the wound, to the ad- 
miration of his doctors. 
These examples of self-indulgence have been touched 
. upon only by way of preparing the gentle reader for a 
: shock yet more serious. Helwyse was a disciple of 
Brillat-Savarin, — in one word, a gourmand ! His ap- 
petite never failed him, and he knew how wisely to 
direct it He never ate a careless or thoughtless meal, 
be its elements simple as they might. He knew and 
was loved by the foremost cooks all over £uro}>e. 
Never did lie allow coarseness or intemperance to mar 
the refinement of his palate. 

" Alan," he was accustomed to say, " is but a stom- 
ach, and the cook is the pope of stomachs, in whose 
church are no respectable heretics. Our Iiappiness lies 
in his saucepan, — at the mercy of his spit I Eating 
is the appropriation to our needs of the good and truth 
of life, as existing in material manifestation ; the cook 
is the high-priest of that symbolic ceremony I I, and 
kings with me, bow before him ! But his is a respon- 
sibility beneath wliich Atlas might stagger; he, of all 
men, must be honest, warm-hearted, quick of sym- 
pathy, full of compassion towards his race. Let him 
rejoice, for the world extols him for its well-being; — 
yet tremble I lest upon his head fall the curse of its 
misery ! " 
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Tliis Speech was always received witli npplnuso ; tlia 
peroration beiug duUverod with a vast controlled em- 
phasis of eye and voice ; and it was followed by the 
drinking of the cook's health. " The generous virtues," 
Mr. Helwyso would then go on to say, " arise from the 
cultivation of the stomach. From man's very earthli- 
ness springs the flower of his spiritual virtue. We 
affect to despise the flesh, as vile and unworthy. What, 
then, ia flesh made of? of nothing? — let who can, 
prove that] No, it is made of spirit, — of tlie divine, 
everlasting substance; it is the wall which holds 
Heaven in place I If there be anything vile in it, it 
is of the Devil's infusion, and entei's not into the argu- 
ment" 

A man who had expressed such views as these at 
the most renowned tables of France and England was 
^ not likely to forget his principles in tlie United States. 
Accordingly, he arose early, as we have seen, on the 
morning afler his arrival, and forced an ostonisbed 
waiter to marshal him to the kitchen, and introduce 
him to the cook. The cook of the Granite Hotel at 
that time was a round, red-lipped Italian, an artist and 
enthusiast, but whose temper hod been much tried by 
lack of appreciation ; and, altliough his salary was good, 
he contemplated throwing it over, abandoning the 
Yankee nation to its fate, and seeking some more 
congenial field. Balder, wlio, when tlio mood was on 
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liim, could wield a tongue i)ersuasive as Eichard tlio 
Third's, talked to this man, and in seven minutes had 
Avon his whole heart. The immediate result -was a 
delectable breakfast, but the sequel was a triumpli 
indeed. It seems that the aesthetic Italian had for 
several days been watching over a brace of plump, 
tmflled partridges. This day they had reached perfec- 
tion, and were to have been eaten by no less a ]>erson . 
than the cook himself. These cherished birds did ho 
now actually olTer to make over to his eloquent and 
sympathetic acquaintance. Balder was deeply moved, 
and accepted the gift on one condition, — that the 
donor should share the feast ! " When a man serves 
me up his own heart, — tiniflled, too, — he must help 
me eat it," he said, with emotion. The condition im- 
posed was, after faint resistance, agreed to ; the other 
episodes of the bill of fare were decided upon, and the 
Italian and the Scandinavian were to dine together 
that afternoon. 

It still lacked something of the dinner-hour when 
Mr. Ilelwyse came out through the dark passage- 
way of the Beacon Hill Bank, and paused for a few 
moments on the thresliold, looking up and down the 
street Against the dark background he made a 
handsome picture, — tall, gallant, unique. The May 
sunsliine, falling athwart the face of the gloomy old 
building, was glad to light up the waves of his beard 
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and hair, and to cast the shadow of his hat-brim over 
bis forehead and eyes. The picture stays just long 
enough to fix itself in the memory, and then Uie 
yoong man goes lightly down the worn steps, and is 
lost along the crowded street Such as he is now, we 
tball not see him standing in that dark frame again I 

Wherever he went. Balder Helwyse was sure to be 
stared at; but to this he was admirably indifferent 
He never thought of speculating about what people 
thought of Mr. Helwyse ; but to his own approval — 
something not lightly to be had — he was by no means 
indifferent Towards mankind at lai^e he showed a 
kindly but irreverent charity, which excused imperfec- 
tion, not so much from a diviue principle of love as 
from scepticism as to man's sufficient motive and 
faculty to do welL Of Iiimself he was a blunt and 
sarcastic critic, perhaps because he expected more of 
himself than of the rest of the worid, and fancied timt 
that person only had the ability to be his censor I 

If the Christian reader regards this mental attitude 
as unsound, far be it from us to defend it I It must, 
nevertheless, be admitted that whoever feels the strong 
stirring of power in his head and hands will learn its 
limits from no purely subjective source The lesson 
most begin from without, and the only argument will 
be a deadly struggle. Until then, self-esteem, however 
Teiled beneath self-criticism, cannot but increase. Aud 
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if tho man has had wisdom aiid strength to abstain 
from vulgar self-pollution, Satan must intrust his spear 
to no half-fledgcd devil, but grasp it in his own hand, 
and join battle in his own person. 

Undismayed by this fact, Helwyse reached Wash- 
ington Street, and followed its westerly meanderings, 
meaning to spend part of the interval before dinner 
in exploriug Boston. lie walked with an easy side-. 
ways-swaying of the shoulders, whisking his cane, and 
smiling to himself as he recalled the points of his 
interview with the President 

" Just the thing, to make MacGentle tutelary divin- 
ity of so elusive a matter as money ! Wonder whether 
the Directoi*s ever thought of that? For all his un- 
reality, though, he has something more real in him 
than the heaviest Director on the Board I 

"llow composedly he took me for my father I and 
when he disco vei*ed his mistake, how composedly he 
welcomed me in my own person I Was tliat the 
extreme of scnihty ? or was it a subtile assertion of the 
fact, that he who keeps in the vanguard of the age 
in a certain sense contains his father — the past — 
within himself, and is a distinct person chiefly by vir- 
tue of that containing power ? 

"Why didn't I ask him more about my foster- 
cousin Manetho ? Egyptians are more astute than 
aflectiouate. Would he cleave to my poor uncle for 
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these laat eighteen years merely for love ! "Why did 
Le transfer lliat money so soon after we sailed ? Ten 
to one, be haa in his own hands tlie future as well as 
the present disposal of Doctor Hiero Glypliic'a fortune ! 
The old gentleman has had time to make a huudred 
viUs Butce the one he showed my fatlier, twenty years 

" Well, and what is that to you ? Ah, Balder Hel- 
wyse, you lazy impostor, you are pining for Egyptian 
flesh-pots! Don't tell me about civility to relatives, 
and the study of human nature! You are as bad as 
you occosa your poor cousin of being, — who may be 
dead, or pastor of a small parish, for all you know. 
And yet every school-girl can prattle of tho educational 
uses of poverty, and of having to make one's own living I 
I have 8 good mind to take your thousand pouuita 
sterling out of your pocket and throw them into diaries 
Biver, — and then begin at the beginning ! By the 
time I 'd learnt what poverty can teach, it would bo 
over, — or I am no true man I Only they wbo are 
•shamed of themselves, or afraid of otlier people, need 
to start rich." 

Kevertheless, he could not do otherwise than hunt 
np the only relative he bad in America. Subsef^ueut 
events did not convict him of being a mere egotist, 
■wayed only by tbe current of base success. He did 
not despise prosperity, but he cored yet more to find out 
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tniths about things and men. Tliis is not the story of 
a fortune-liunter ; not, at all events, of a hunter of such 
foi-tuncs as are made and lost nowada3r8. • But, when 
one half of a man detects unworthy motives in the 
other half, it is embarrassing. He acts most wisely, 
perhaps, who drops discussion, and lets the balance of 
good and bad, at the given moment, decid& Our com- 
pound life makes many compromises, whereby our pro- 
L'ress. whether heavenward or hell ward, is made slow 
— and sure I 

Here, or hereabouts. Balder lost his way. Wlien 
thinking hard, he was beside himself; he strode, and 
tossed his beard, and shouldered inoffensive people 
aside, and drew his eyebrows together, or smiled. 
Then, by and by, he would awake to realities, and find 
himself he knew not where. 

This time, it was in an unsavory back-street ; some 
dirty children were plapng in the gutters, and a tall, 
rather flashily dressed man was walking along some 
distance ahead, carrying something in one hand. Ilel- 
wyse at first mended his jMice to overtake the fellow, 
and nsk the way to the hotel. But he presently 
changed his purpose, his attention being drawn to the 
oddity of the other's behavior. 

Tlie man was evidently one of those who live much 
alone, and so contract unconscious habits, against 
which society offers the only safeguard. He was ab- 
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sorbed in some imaginaiy dialogue ; and eo imperfectly 
could Ilia fleshly veil conceal his mental processes, 
that he gesticulated everytliiiig that passed through 
his mind. TJiese gcslurea, though perfectly apjiarent 
to a steady obseirer, were so far kept within bounds 
as not to get more than momentary notice from the 
passtra-by, who, indeed, found tnetal more attractive 
to their gaze. in Heltt^se. 

Now did Uie man draw his head bnclc and sprcid 
out his arms, as in surprise and repuditition ; now his 
slioulders rose high, in deprecutinn or discliiimcr. Now 
his forefinger cunningly sought the side of his uose; 
nov liiB fist shook in an imaginary foco. At times 
he would atretcli out a pleading arm and neck ; the 
next moment he was an inflexible tyrant, spuming a 
snppliant Again he would break into a soundless 
cbnckle ; then, raising his hand to hia forehead, seem 
overwhelmed with despair and anguish. Occasionally 
he would walk aome distance quite passively, only 
glaodng furtively about him ; but erelong lie would 
.forget himself again, and the dialogue would begin 
- anew. 

Balder watched the man curiously, but witliout 
aeeming to perceive the rather grisly similitude be- 
' tween the hitter's vagaries and his own. 

"What an ugly tiling the ioside of this person 
aeems to be!" he said. "But then, whose thoughts 
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and emotions would not render him a laughing-stock 
if they could be seen ? If everybody looked, to his 
fellow, as lie really is, or even as ho looks to him- 
self, mankind would fly asunder, and think the stars 
hiding-places not remote enough 1 How many men 
in the world could walk from one end of the street 
they live in to the other, talking and acting their in- 
most thoughts all the way, and' retain a bit of any- 
body's resi)cct or love afterwards ? No wonder Heaven 
is pure, if our spiritual bodies are only thoughts and 
feelings I and a Hell where every devil saw his fel- 
low's deformity outwardly manifested would be Hell 
indeed I 

" But tliat can't be. Angels behold their own love- 
liness, because doing so makes them lovelier ; but no 
devil could know his own vileness and liva They 
think tlieir hideousness charming, and, when the dark- 
ness is thickest about them, most firmly believe them- 
selves in Heaven. But the hght of Heaven would 
be real darkness to them, for a ray of it would strike 
. them blind ! " 

Helwyse was too prone to moralizing. It shall not 
be our cue to quote him, save when to do so may seem 
to scr\'e an ulterior purpose. 

" I would like to hear the story that fellow is so 
exercised about," muttered his pursuer. ''How do I 
know it doesn't concern mo? That violin-box he 



carries is very mucli in liia way ; shall I oiTpr to 
carry it for bim, and, in return, hear his stoiy ? If 
the music soothes his soul as mucli as the box mod- 
erates his gestures — " 

Here the man abruptly turned into a doonvny, tind 
was gona On coming up, Ilelwyse found that the 
doorway led in througli a. pnir of gi"een fokling-doora 
to some place unseen. The house ]iad an air of vil- 
Janous respectability, — n gambling-bouse air, or worse. 
Sid tbe musician live there ? Ilelwyse paused but 
a moment, and then walked oii; and thus, sngacious 
reader, the meeting was for the second time put off. 
Wlien he reached his hotel, lie had only half an 
hour to dress for dinner in ; hut he prepared himself 
faultlessly, chanting a'sort of hymn to Appetite the 
-wLOe. " Hunger," quotli he, "is mightiest of magicians ; 
breeds hope, energy, brains ; prompts to love and 
friendship. Hunger gives day and night their mean- 
ing, and makes the pulse of time beat; creates society, 
indoatry, and rank. Hunger moves man to join in the 
work of creation, — to harmonize himself witli the music 
of the universe, — to feel ambition, joy, and sorrow. 
Hunger unites man to nature in the ever-recurring 
inspiration to food, followed by the ever-alternating 
ecstasy of digestion. Morning tunes his heart to joy, 
for the benison of breakfast awaits bim. The sun 
scales heaven to light bim to bia noonday meat 
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Evening wooes him supperwards, and night brings 
timeless sleep, to waft him to another dawn. Eating 
is earth's first law, and heaven itself could not sub- 
sist without it I " 

So Balder Ilelwyse and the cook feasted gloriously 
that afternoon, in the back pantry, and they solemnly 
installed the partridges among the constellations I 
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A QUAERES 

THAT same afternoon 'iilr. MacGentle put liis 
bead into tbe outer oflico and said, " Kir. Dyke, 
could I speak with you a moment ? " 

Mr. Dyke scraped back Iiis chair an<l went in, witli 
his polished bald head, and square face and figure, 
— a block of common-sense. He was more common* 
Bensible tlian usual, that afternoon, because he had 
so strangely forgotten liimselF in the morning. Kir. 
IklacGentle was in his usual position for talking with 
his confidential clerk, — standing up with his back to 
the fireplace, and bis coat-tails over his arms. Ex- 
perience bad taught him that this attitude was better 
adapted than any other to sustain the crushing weight 
of Mr. Dyke's sense. To have conversed wiUi him in 
a sitting position would have been to lose breath and 
vitality before tbe end of five minutes. 

T'Mr. Helwyse has thoughts of settling in Boston 
to practise his profession," began tlie President, gently. 
"I told him you would be likely to know what the 
cbancea are." 
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" Profession is — what ? " demanded Mr. Dyke, set- 
tling his fist on his hip. 
"0 — doctor — physician ; eye-doctor, he said, I 

think" 

"Eye-doctor? Well, Dr. Schlcmm won't last the 
winter; may drop any day. Just the thing for Mr. 
Ilehvyse, — Dr. Helwyse." And the subject, being 
discussed at some length between the two gentlemen, 
took on a promising aspect His house was picked 
out for the new incumbent, his earnings calculated, 
his success foretold. Two characters so diverse as were 
the President and his clerk united, it seems, in liking 
the young physician. 

" Married ? " asked Mr. Dyke, after a pause. 

•* Wliy, no, — no ; and he does n't seem inclined 
to marry. But he is quite young; perhaps he may, 
later on in life, Mr. Dyka" 

The elderly clerk straightened his moutlu " Matter 
of taste — and policy. Gives solidity, — position; — 
and is an expense and a responsibility." Mr. Dyke 
himself was well known to be the husband of aa 
idolized wife, and the father of a despotic family. 

" He never had the advantage of woman's influence 
in his cliildhood, you know. His poor mother died 
in giving him and his sister birth ; and the sister was 
lost, — stolen away, two or three yeara later. He does 
not appreciate woman at her true value," murmured 
MacQentla 
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" Stolen away t His sister died in infancy, — so 
understood, sir," said tlie clerJi, whose versions of past 
events were apt to differ from the President'a. 

But the President — perliaps because he was con- 
euoua that liis memory regarding tilings of recent 
occurrence was treacherous — was ahnormally sensi- 
tive as to the correctness of bia more distant remi- 
niscences. 

"O no, she was stolen, — stolen by her nnrse, 
jast before Thor Ilelwyse went to Europe, I think," 
Hud lie. 

"Beg your pardon, sir," said Mr. Dyke, with an 
iroD smile; "died, — burnt to death in her first 
. year, — yes, sir!" 

"Mr, Dyke," rejoined JIacGentle, dignifiedly, lift- 
ing bia chiu high above bis stock, " I have myself seen 
the little girl, then in her third year, pulling her 
brotiier's hair on the nursery floor. She was dark- 
eyed, — a veiy lovely child. As to the burning, I 
noir recollect that when the house in Brooklyn took 
fii«, the child was in danger, hut was rescued by her 
norse, who herself received very severe injuries." 

JUr. Dyke heaved a long, deliberate sigh, and allowed 
his eyes to wander slowly round the room, before re- 
. plying. 

"Yon are not a family man, Mr. ilocGentle, sir I 
Don't blame you, air I Tour memoiy, perhaps — But 
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no matter! The nurse who stole the child wns, I 
presume, the same who rescued her from the fire?" 

Jlr. Dyke perhaps intended to give a delicately 
ironical empliasis to this question, but his irony was 
apt to be a rather un^yieIdy and unmistakable aflair. 
The truth was, he was a little staggewd by the Presi- 
dcnt*s circumstantial statement; whence liis delibera- 
tion, and liis not entirely x^rtinent rejoinder about '* a 
family man." 

" And wliy not tlie same, sir ? I ask you, why not 
tlic same?" demanded ^fr. MacGentle, with slender 
iuipcriousncss. 

But, by this time, Mr. Dyke had thought of a new 
argument. 

" The little girl, I understood you to say, was dark ? 
Since she was the twin-sister of one of Mr. Balder 
llelwyse's complexion, tliat is odd, Mr. MacGentle, — 
odd, sir.*' And tlie solid family man fixed his sharp 
brown eyes full upon tlie unsubstantial bachelor. The 
latter s delicate nostrils expanded, and a pink flush 
rose to his faded checks. He was now as haughty 
and superb as a paladin. 

" I will discuss business subjects with my subordi* 
nates, Mr. Dyke; not other subjects, if you please! 
This dispute was not begun by me. Let it be carried 
no further, sir ! Twins are not necessarily, nor inva- 
riably, of the same complexion. Let nothing more be 
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said, Mr. Dyke, I trust tlio little girl may yet be 
found and restored to her family — to — to her brother 1 
I trust she may yet be found, sir ! " And lie glared at 
Mr. Dylte aggressively. 

"I tnist you may live to see it. Sir. MacGentle, 
sir I" said the confidential cleric, shifting his ground in 
a truly masterly manner; and before the President 
could recover, he had bowed and gone out. Ten min- 
utes aftenvards MacGentle opened the door, and lol 
Dyke himself on the threshold. 

" Mr. Dyke I " 

" Mr. SlacGentle ! " in the same breath. 

"I — Mr. Dyke, let me apologize for my asperity, — 
for my rudeness," says MacGentle, stepping forward 
and holding out his thin n'hite hand, his eyebrows 
more raised than ever, the comers of his mouth more 
depressed. "I am sincerely sorry that — that — " 

■ sir ! " cries the square clerk, grasping the thin 
band in both his square palms; "0 sir! sir! No, nol 
— ao, DO I I was just coming to beg you — My fault, 
— my fault, Mr. MacGentle, sir ! No, no I " 

Thus incoherently ended the quarrel between these 
two old friends, the dispute being left undecided. But 
the impottant point was established that Bolder Hel- 
vrjBO was insured a practice in Boston, in case his 
ancle GlypMc's fortune failed to enrich him. 
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A COLLISION IMMINENT. 

A LARGE, liandsome steamer was Uie "Empire 
State," of the lino which ran between Newport 
and New York. She was painted white, liad walking- 
beam engines, and ornamented paddle-boxes, and had 
been known to run nearly twenty knots in an hour. 
On the evening of the twenty-seventh of May, in tlie 
year of which we \vrite, she left her Newport dock as 
usual, with a full list of ^mssengers. On getting out 
of the harbor, she steamed into a bank of solid fog, and 
only got out of it the next morning, just before passing 
Ilellgatc, at tholiead of East River, New York. On 
the ]nassage down Long Island Sound she met with an 
accident She ran into the schooner Rcsurroction, which 
was lying becalmed across her course, carrying awaj 
most of the schooner's bowsprit, but doing no serious 
damage. This, however, was not the worst On arriv- 
ing in New York, it was found that one of the passcn* 
gcrs was missing I He Iiad fallen overboard during the 
night, possibly at th^ time of the collision. 

Balder Ilalwyse was on board. After dining with 



-the oook, and smokiDg a real Havaiia cigar (probal)!/ 
the firet real one that ho had ever been blessed with), 
he put a package of the same brand in his travelling- 
bag, bade his cutei-tainer, — who had solemnly engaged 
to remain in Boston for Sir. Ilelwysc'a sole sake, — bade 
his fellow-convivialist good by, and tool; the train to 
Newport, and from Uiero the " Empire State " for New 
York. 

The darkness was the most impenetrable that ttio 
young man liad ever Been ; Long Island Sound was 
like a pocket. The passengers — those wlio did not 
go to their state-rooms at once — sat in the cabin read- 
iDg, or dozing on tlie cliaira and sofas. A few men 
stayed out on deck for an hour or two, smoking ; but 
at last they too went in. Tlie darkness was appalling. 
The officer on the bridge blew his steam fog-wbisllo 
every few minutes, and kept his lanterns hung out ; 
but tliey must have been invisible at sixty yards. 
Helwyse kept the deck alone. Apparently he 

- meaot to smoke his whole bundle of cigars before turn- 
ing in. He paced up and down, Napoleon-like in liis 
high boota, until finally he was brought to a stand by 
the blind niglit-wall, which no man can either scale or 
circamvent Then he leaned on the railing and looked 
against the darkness. Not a light to be seen in 
heaven or on earth 1 The water below whispered and 
■wixled past, torn to soft fragments by the gigantic 



A COLLISION IMMINENT. 89 

paddle-wlieeL Hclwyso's beard was wet and his hands 
sticky with tlio salt mist 

Ever and anon sounded the fog-whistle, hoarsely, 
as though the fog had got in its tliroat ; and the pale 
«rlare of a lantern, fastened aloft somewhere, lighted up 
the white issuing steam for a moment. Tliero was no 
wind ; one was conscious of motion, but all sense of 
direction and position — save to the steersman — was 
lost. Ilelwyse could see the red end of his cigar, and 
very cosey and friendly it looked; but he could see 
nothing else. 

It is said tliat staid and respectable people, when 
thoroughly steeped in night, will sometimes break out 
in wild grimaces and outlandish gesticulations. It is 
certainly tlie time when* unlawful thoughts and words 
come to men most readily and natuiidly. Night 
brings forth many things tliat daylight starts from. 
The real power of darkness lies not in merely baffling 
tlie eyesight, but in creating the feeling of darkness in 
the souL The chains of light are broken, and we can 
almost believe our internal night to be as impenetrable 
to God*s eyes as that external, to our own I 

By and by Ilelwyse thought he would find some 
snug place and sit down. The cabin of the ''Empire 
State " was built on the main deck, abaft the funnel, 
like a long, low housa Between the stem end of 
this house and the taffrail was a small space, thickly 
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grown with camp-stoob. Helwyse groped his way tliitli- 
er, got bold of a cou])lo of tlic camp-stools, and arranged 
himself comfortably with his l)ack (gainst the cabin 
■wall The waves bubbled invisibly in tlie wake be- 
neath. After sitting for a while in the dense black- 
ness, Helwyse began to feci aa though his whole physi- 
cal self were shrivelled into a single atom, careering 
blindly through infinite space ! 

Atiei all, and really, was he anything more? If 
lie chose to think not, what logic could convince Iiini 
of the contrary t Visible creation, as any chiM could 
tell him, was an illusion, — was not what it seemed to 
be. But this darkness was no illusion I Wliy, then, 
was it not the only reality ? and he but an atom, 
charged with a vital power of so-called senses, that 
generally deceived him, but sometimes — as now — let 
him glimpse the truth ? The fancy, absurd as it waa, 
had its attraction for tlie time being. This great living, 
staring world of men and things is a terrible weiglit to 
lug upon one's beck. But if man bo an invisible atom, 
what a vast, wild, boundless freedom is his ! Infinite 
space is wide enough to cut any caper in, and no one 
the wiser. 

One .would like to converse witli a man who hod 
been bom and had lived in solitude and darkness. 
Wliat original views be would have about himself and 
life I Would he think himself an abstract intelligence. 
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out of space and time T AVIiat a riddle his physical 
sensations would he to him ! Or, suppose him to meet 
with another being brought up in the same way ; how 
they would mystify each otlier ! Would they learn to 
feel shame, love, hate ? or do the passions only grow 
in sunshine ? Would they ever laugh ? Would they 
hatch plots against each other, lie, deceive ? Would 
they have secrets from each other ? 

But, fancy aside, take a supposable case. Suppose 
two sinners of our daylight world to meet for the first 
time, mutually unknown, on a night like this. In- 
visible, only audible, how might they plunge pro- 
found into most naked intimacy, — read aloud to each 
other the secrets of their deepest hearts I Would the 
confession lighten their souls, or make them twice as 
heavy as before ? Then, the next morning, they might 
meet and pass, unrecognizing and unrecognized. But 
would the knot binding them to each other be any 
the less real, because neither knew to whom he was 
tied ? Some day, in the midst of friends, in the bright- 
est glare of the sunshine, the tone of a voice would 
strike them pale and cold. 

Somewhat after this fashion, perhaps, did Helwyse 
commune with himself. He liked to follow the whim 
of tlie moment, whither it would lead him. He was 
romantic ; it was one of his agreeablest traits, because 
spontaneous; and he indulged it the more, as being 
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confident that he had too much solid ballast in the 
Lold to be in dauger of upsetting. To-night, at tiiia 
point of Uis mental ramble, he found that liis cigar had 
gone out Had lie been thinking aloud ? He believed 
cot, and yet there was no telling ; he often did so, tin- 
consciously. Were it eo, and were any one listening, 
that person had him decidedly at advantage I 

AVliat put it into his head that some one might bo 
listening 1 It may have conic by pnrc accident, — if 
there be such a thing. The idea returned, stealing 
over Ilia mind like a chilliug breatli. ^^^lat if somo 
one had all along been close beside him, with eyes 
fixed upon him I Helwyso found himself sitting per- 
fectly still, holding liis breath to listen. Tlierc -was no 
disguising it, — he felt uneasy. He v'ishcd liis cigar 
bad not gone out. On second tlioughts, he wished 
there hod not been any cigar at all, because, if any 
one were near, the cigar must have pointed out the 
amokei's precise position. The imcasincss did not 
lessen, but grew more defined. 

It was like the sensation felt when pointed at by 
a bumnn finger, or stared at persistently. "Was there 
indeed any one near? Xo sound or movement gave 
answer, but the old sensation continued. Ilelwysa 
fancied he could now tcU whence it came ; — from the 
leftk and not for away. He iieercd earnestly thither- 
irard, bat his eyes only swallowed blackness. 
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Was not tliis carrying a whim to a foolish length ? 
If he thought ho Iiad a companion, why not 8i)cak, 
and end the doubt ? But the dense silence, darkness, 
unccrtiiiiity, niadc common-sense seem out of place. 
The wliolo black fog, the sea, the earth itself, seemed 
to be pressing down his will I The longer he delayed, 
the weaker he grew. 

A slight shifting of his position caused liim all at 
once to encounter the eyes of the unseen presence with 
his own ! The stout-nerved young fellow was startled 
to tlie very licart "Was the unseen presence startled 
also ? At all events, the shock found Balder Ilcl^^yso 
his tongue, »cldom before tied up without his consent 

" I hope I *m not disturbing your solitude. You are 
not a noisy neiglibor, sir." 

So flat fell the words on the blank darkness, it 
seemed as if there could never be a reply. Neverthe- 
less, a reply came. 

" You must come much nearer mo than you are, to 
. disturb my solitude. It does not consist in being 
without a comjmnion." 

The quality of this voice of darkness was peculiar^ 
It sounded old, yet of an age that had not outlived the 
devil of youth. Probably the invisibility of the speak- 
er enhanced its effect AVith most of the elements of 
pleasing, it was nevertheless repulsive. It was soft, 
fluent, polished, but savage license was not far off. 
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hard ield by a slender Icasli ; nn underlying suggestion 
of linreh discordance. Tlic utterance, though somenbat 
rapid, vras carefully distinct. 

Helwyse had the gift of familiarity, — of that rare 
kind of familiarity wliich docs not degenerate into 
contempt But there was an incongruity about this 
person, liard to assimilate In a couple of not veiy 
original sentences, he had wrought upon his listener an 
effect of depraved intellectual power, strangely cora- 
Ijined with artless simplicity, — an unspeakably dis- 
tasteful conjunction! Imagination, freed from the 
check of the senses, easily becomes grotesque; and 
Helwyse, unahlo to see his companion, had no didi- 
culty in picturing him as a grisly monster, having a 
Satanic head set upon the ingenuous shoulders of a 
child. And what was Helwyse himself ? No longer, 
Barely, the gravely humorous moralizer ? The laws of 
harmony forbid I He is a monster likewise; say — 
since grotesqueness is in vogue — the heart of Lucifer 
burning beneath the cool brain of a Grecian s^o. 
The symbolism is not inapt, since Helwyse, while 
afflicted with pride and ambition as abstract as bound- 
less, had, at the same time, a logical, fearless brain, and 
keen delight in beauty. 

* I was just thinking," remarked the latter monster, 
"that this was a good place for coofidentiol conversa- 
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" You believe, then, that talking relieves the mind ? " 
rejoined the former, softly. 

" I believe a thief or a murderer would be glad of an 
hour — such as now passes — to impart the stoiy of 
what is dragging him to IlelL And even the best 
houses are better for an airing I" 

" A pregnant idea I There are certainly some topics 
one would like to discuss, free from the restraint that 
responsibility imposes. Have you ever reflected on 
the subject of omnipotence?" 

Somewhat confounded at this bold question, Hel- 
wyse liesitated a moment 

** I can't see you, remember, any more than you can 
see me," insinuated the voice, demurely. 

" I believe I have sometimes asked myself whether 
it were obtainable, — how it might best bo approxi- 
mated," admitted Ilclwyse, cautiously ; for ho began to 
feel that even darkness might be too transparent for 
the utterance of some thoughts. 

" But you never got a satisfactory answer, and are 
not therefore omnipotent ? Well, the reason probably 
is, that you started wrongly. Did it ever occur to you 
to try tlie method of sin ? " 

" To obtain omnipotence ? No ! " 

" It would n't bo right, — eh ? " chuckled the voice. 
" But then one must lay aside prejudice if one wants 
to be all-powerful I Now, sin denotes separation ; the 
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very etymology of the word ahould linve attracted the 
attention of an amljitious innn, sticli as you seem to be. 
It IB a path separate from all other paths, and there- 
fora worth exploring." 

" It leads to weakness, not to power ! " 

" If followed in the wrong spirit, very true. But the 
, ■wise man sina and is strong I Sec how frank I ain ! — 
But don't let me monopolize tlie conversation," 

" I should like to liear your argument, if you have 
ona You are a proplict of new things." 

•■ Sin is an old force, tliough it may be applied in 
new ways. Well, you will admit that the true sinner 
is the only true reformer and plulosopher among men ? 
No t I wiU explain, then. The world is full of dis- 
conlances, for wliich man is not to blame. His en- 
deavor to meet and harmouizo this discordance is 
called sin. His indignation at disorder, rebellion 
against it, attempts to right it, are crimes 1 That is 
the vulgar argument which wise men smile at." 

" I may be very dull ; but I think your explana- 
tions need explaining." 

" We 11 take some examples. Wliat is the liar, but 
one who sees the false relations of things, and seeks 
to put them in the true ? Tlie mission of the thief, 
again, is to equalize tlie notoriously unjust distribu- 
tion of wealth. A fuudamentol defect in the princi- 
ples of human association gave birth to the murderer ; 
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and as for the adulterer, ho is an immortal protest 
against the absurd laws which interfere between the 
sexes. Are not these men, and others of similar stamp, 
the bulwarks of true society, — our leaders towards 
justice and freedom ? " 

AVhether this were satire, madness, or earnest, Hd- 
wyse could not determine. The night-fog had got into 
his brain. lie made shift, however, to say that the 
criminal class were not, as a mere matter of fact, the 
most powerful. 

"Again you misapprehend me," rejoined the voice, 
with perfect suavity. " No doubt there are many 
wc»ak and foolish persons who commit crimes, — nay, 
I will admit that the vast majority of criminals are 
weak and foolish ; but that does not affect the dig- 
nity of the true sinner, — he who sins from exalted 
motives. Ignorance is the only real crime, jyoUuting 
deeds that, wisely done, are sublime. Sin is cul- 
ture I " 

*' Were I, then, from motives of self-culture, to kill 
you, I should be taking a long step towards rising iu 
your estimation ? " put in Ilelwyse. 

" Admirable ! " softly exclaimed the voice, in a tone as 
of an approving pat on the back. " Certainly, I should 
be the last to deny it I But would it not be more for 
the general good, were I,* who have long been a stu- 
dent of these things, to kill a seeming novice like 
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youT It would assure me of Imving Lad one sincere 
disciple." 

" I wonder whether ho 'a rcully mad t " mused Ealdcr 
Belwyse, shuddering a little in the dampness. 

" But, badinage aside," resumed this loquacious voice, 
* although there is so much talk and dispute about 
evil, very few people know what evil essentially 13. 
Xow, there are some things, the mere doing of whicli 
by the most involuntary agent would at once stamp 
hia aoul with the conviction of incfTahlc sin. Ho would 
have touched the essence of evil. And if a wise man 
lias done that, he has had in hia hand the key to 
omnipotence ! " 

"It 18 easily had, then. A man need but take hia 
Leviticus and Deuteronomy, and run through the cat- 
alogue of crimes. He would he sure of finding tlic 
Icey hidden beueath some of them." 

"No; you do Moses scant justice. He — slircwd 
soul I — was too cunning to fall into such an error as 
that He forbade a few insignificant and harmless 
acta, which every one is liable to commit. His policy 
was no less simple than sagacious. By amusing man- 
liiad with such tnimpeiy, he lured them off tlie scent 
of true «D. Believe me, the artifice was no idle one. 
Should mankind learn the secret, a generation would 
not pass before the world would be turned upside 
down, and ita present Iluler burled in the ruins I " 
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At tliis point, surely, Helwyso got up and went to 
his state-room without listening to another word? — 
Not so. The Lucifer in him was getting the better 
of the sage. Ho wanted to hear all that the voice of 
darkness had to say. There might bo something new, 
something instructive in it He might hear a word 
that would unbar the door he had striven so long to 
open. He aimed at knowledge and power beyond rec- 
ognized human reach. He had taken thought wiUi 
himself keenly and deeply, but was still uncertain 
and unsatisfied Here opened a new avenue, so un- 
tried as to ti-ansccnd common criticism. Tlie tempta- 
tion to omnipotence is a grand thing, and may have 
shaken greater men than Helwyso ; and ho had trained 
himself to regard it — not exactly as a temptation. As 
for good or bad methods, — at a certain intellectual 
height such distinctions vanish. Vulgar immorality he 
would turn from as from anything viUgar; but refined, 
philoso2)hic immorality, as a weapon of power, — there 
was fascination in it 

— Folly and delusion ! — 

But Helwyse was only Ilelwyse, careering through 
pitchy darkness, on a viewless sea, with a plausible 
voice at his ear insinuating villanous thoughts wiUi an 
air of devilish good-fellowship I 

The " Empire State '* was at this moment four and 
a half miles northeast of the schooner whose bow- 
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Bprit Bho was destined to carry away, Tlia Bteamer 
-n'as making about ten knots bq hour; tlie scbooncL* 
^ras slowly drifting with the tide into the line of the 

Bteamer's courae. The catastrophe was thereroTe abottt 

twenty-seven minutes distant. 



IX. 



THE VOICE OF DAEKNESS. 

TTIE fog-whistlo screeched dismally. Ilelwyse 
took his feet off the camp-stool in front of him, 
and sat upright 

" Do you know this secret of sin ? " he asked. 

" It must, of course, bo an object of speculation to a 
thoughtful man," answered tlie voice, modestly lurry- 
ing the question. " But I assure you that only a man 
of intellect — of genius — has in Jiim the intelligence, 
the sublime reach of soul, which could attain the full 
solution of the problem ; they who merely.blunder into 
it would fail to grasp the grand significance of the 
idea." 

" But you affirm that whoever fairly masters the 
problem of absolute sin would have God and His king- 
dom at his mercy ? " 

" I am loath to appear boastful ; but I apprehend the 
ftxct to be not unlike what you suggest," the voice re- 
l>licd, with a subdual gusto. " It would depend upon 
our hypothetical person's discretion, and his vie%vs as 
to the claims of the august Being who has so long con- 



tm^mm 



102 IDOLATRY. 

trolled the destinies of the human race, hnw much 
the existing order of things might have to fear from 
him. I should imoginc that tlie august Being, if He 
be as wise as they sny lie is, would be careful how Ho 
treat«d this liypothcticnl ]iersonI" 

" You are a liar," said Ilchvyse, unceremoniously, j 
■Why is not Satan, who must [mjsscss tliis ail- powerful ' 
knowledge, supreme over tlio universe ? " I 

Instead of taking offence (as Helwyse, to do him ( 
justice, hoped it would ; for liis Ecrserkcr bloo<I, wliich \ 
Iwiled only at Jieaven-and-heU temperature, was hegiu- ; 
iiing to stir in him), — so far from being offended, tho i 
voice only uttered its peculiar quiet chuckle. j 

"Your frankness charms me ! it proves yoii worthy I 
to learn. Satan — supposing there be such a person- I 
age — divides, with tlio otlier august Being, the sov- { 
creignty of the spiritual world. Were I a cynic, I { 
should say ho owned at least half of the physical ' 
world into the bargain I But Satan is only a spirit, 
and his power over men is but as the power of a 
dream. Were a Satan to arise in the flesh, so that 
men could see and touch liim, and hear his voice with ; 
their fleshy ears, — there were a Satan 1 Already lias ' 
the Incarnation of goodness appeared to mankind, and, 
tlioiigh Uie world bo moved to virtue only slowly and 
with reluctance, mark how mighty has been his in- 
flneDce I What think you, then, would be the power 
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of a Clirist of evil, showing to men the path they 
already grope for ? I tell you, the human race would 
be his only ; Hell, full to bursting with their hurrying 
souls, would outweigh Heaven in the balance; the 
teller of the secret would bo king above all, — for- 
ever ! ** 

The sinuous voice twined round the listener's mind, 
swaddling the vigorous limbs into imbecile inertia. 
But when before now did a sane human brain let itself 
bo duped by sophistry ? This case were worth mark- 
ing, if only because it is unparalleled. 

"And the only punishable sin is ignorance !** mut- 
tered nclwyse. 

" Well, I have thought so, too. And I have ques- 
tioned whether a man might liave power over himself, 
to put his hand to evil or to good alike, and to remain 
im})artial and imi>assive ; and so make evil and good 
alike minister to his culture and raise him upwards ! ** 

"Tlio question does credit to your wit," chimed in 
the voice of darkness. "AVlioever has in him the 
making of a deity must learn the nature of opposites. 
The soldier will not join battle without studying the 
tactics of the enemy. Without experimental knowl- 
edge of both evil and good, none but a fool would 
believe that man can become all-powerful.** 

'* From the care with which you avoid speaking the 
name of God, if fi'om no other cause, I should suppose 
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you to be the Devil himself!" obsen'ed Helwyse, 
bluntly. 

"Well, profanity is vulgar! As to my being tlie 
Devil, it is too d.irk Lore for either deniul or acknowl- 
edj^incnt to be of practical use. But (to be serious) 
— about tliis secret — " 

The voice paused interrogatively. Lucifer, speak- 
ing through Ilclwyse's lips, demanded sullenly, — 

" Well, what is the secret 1 " 

Wliat. indeed ! "Why, there ia no such secret ; — it 
is a bugbear! But the moral perversion of llie per- 
son who could soberly ask the question that IIcl- 
vt'yse asked is not so easily disposed of It met, 
- indeed, with full recognition. As for the subtile voice, 
Iiaving accomplished its main purpose, it began now 
to evade tlie point and to nui into digressions ; until 
the collision came, and ended the conversation for- 
ever. 

" Unfortunately," said the voice, " the secret is not 
such 08 may be told in a word. Like all profound 
Icoowledge, it can only be communicated by leading 
the learner, stop by step, over the ground traversed 
by the original discoverer. Let me, as a sort of pre- 
liminary, suppose a case." 

Hereupon ensued a considerable silence, and Ilel- 
iryse seemed once more a detached atom, flying 
Uuoogh infinite darkness without guide or control. 
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"SVlicrc was he ? — what was ho ? Did the world ex- 
ist, _ the broad earth, tlie sunny sky, the beauty, the 
sound, the order and sweet succession of nature? 
Was ho a shadow that had dreamed for a moment a 
strange dream, and would anon be quenched, and knovr 
^vhat had seemed Self no more ? Stmngely, through • 
the doubt and uncertainty, Ilelwyso felt the pressure 
of his sliouklers against the cabin wall, and the touch 
of tlio dead cigar iKJtwccn his fingers. 

The voice, resuming, restored him to a reality tliat 
seemed less trustworthy than the doubt Tlie tone 
was not quite the same as heretofore. The smooth 
mocking had given place to a hurried excitement^ 
alien to the philosophic temperament 

"A man kidnaps the child of his enemy, through 
the child to revenge himself. Kill it ? — no ! he is 
no short-sighted bungler ; he has refinement, foresight^ 
understanding. She is but an infant, — open and im- 
pressible, warm and sanguine ! lie isolates her from 
sight and reach. lie pries into her nature with keen- 
est delicacy, — no leaf is unread. Being leamt, lie 
works upon it; touches each budding trait with gen- 
tlest impulse. No violence I he seems to leave her 
to her own development; yet nothing goes against 
his will ^lore than half is left to nature, but his 
scarce perceptible touches bias nature. Ah 1 the ideali- 
zation of education ! " 

5» 
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" This scmnds more real than hypothetical 1 ^ thought 
Helwyse. 

" So cmmiiig was he, he leversed in her mind the 
universal law. Evil was good ; good, evil She grew 
iast and strong, for evil is the sweeter food ; it is ricli 
earth to the plant She never knew that e%il existed, 
yet evil was all she knew I For wliatever is forced re- 
acts; he never taught her positive sin, lest she per- 
versely turn to good." 

"Did he mean insensibly to initiate her into the 
knowledge of absolute sin T " 

"Such would be his purpose, — such would be his 
purpose. To make her a devil, witliout the chance of 
knowiug it possible to bo anything else ! " 

• He was a fool," growled Ilelwysc. " Tlic plan is 
folly, — impracticable in twenty ways. A soul cannot 
be so influenced. T)evils arc not made by education. 
The only devil would be the educator I " . 

But tlie voice had foi^gotten his presence. It ceased ( 
not to mutter to itself while he was speaking, and now ' 
it broke forth again. 

• Tears have passed, — she is a woman now. She 
knows not that the world exists. All is yet latent 
within her. But the time is at hand when the hidden 
foroes shall flower ! Plunged into life, with nothing to 
bold by, no truth, no divine help; her marvellous 
powers and paaaions in full strength, — all trained to 
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drag her down, — not one aspiring; maddened by new 
thoughts, limitless opiK)rtimities opening before her, — 
she will plunge into such an abyss of sin as has been 
undreamt of since the Deluge I" 

«^Vell, — what of it? what is the upshot T " ques- 
tioned Ilelwysc with sullen impatience. Tlio emotion . 
now apparent in the voice, uncanny though it was, 
countcmcted the spell wrought by its purely intel- 
lectual depravity. Ilelwysc was perhaps beginning 
to understand that he had ventured his stock of 
virgin gold for a handful of unclean waste-paper] 

" I le will come back, — her father, — my enemy I I 
have waited for him from youth to age. I have seen 
liini in my dreams, and in visions. I am witli him 
continually, — we talk together. At first, cringiugly 
and softly, I lead him to recall the past, to speak of 
tlie dead wife, — the lost child, — her baby ways and 
words. I lure him on till imagination has fired his 
love and given life and vividness to his memory. Tlicn 
I wliispcr, — She lives! she is near! in a moment he 
shall behold her! And while his lieart beats and 
he trembles, I bring her forth in her beauty. Take 
her! your daughter! the one devil on earth; but 
devils shall spring like grass in the track of her 
footsteps ! *' 

The voice had worked itself into a frenzy, and, for- 
getting caution, had crazily oxi)osed itself Its owner 






108 IDOLATnT. 

was protaMy some poor Ituiatic, subject to fits of inaJ- 
ness. But Helnyse was full of scora atid anger, liorn 
of that bitterest disaiipointmcnl whicli lulniits not cveu 
tbe poor consolation of linving worthily aspired, llo 
had been duped, — nutl by the cobwebs of a inadinan'a 
brain ! He broke into a short laugh, harsh to tho ear, 
and answcriug to no inirthful iuipulso. 

" So I you are the hero of your story f You \\a\e 
brooded all your life over a cra^y scliemo of stabbing ,i 
fntlier through his child, luitil you have becunic ns 
blind OS you ore vicioiis 1 Aa for the girl, you may 
bave mode bcr ignorant and stupid, or even idiotic ; 
but that alio should become (^uccn of Hell or anything 
of that kind — " 

Ho stopped, for his unseen companion was evidently 
beyond hearing him. The roan seemed to be actually 
straggling in a fit, — gasping and choking. It was a 
piteous business, — not less piteous than revolting. 
But Hehvyse felt no pity, — only ugly, hateful, unre- 
lenting anger, needing not much stirring to blaze forth 
in fearful passion. \Vliere now were his wise saws,— 
his philoeophic indifference t SeU-respect is tho pitli 
of such supports; wliicb being gone, the supporta 
fail 

" lly music, — my mosic I " gasped the voice ; " my 
music, or I shall die I " 

•Diet Yes, it were well you should die. Tou 
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cunil)cr tlie earth ! Shall I do it 7 " Ilelvvysc mnt- 
. tcixid to his heart, — "merely as a means of culture!" 
IVrha})s it was said only in a mood of Ranlonic 
jesting. The next moment, no doubt, Kildcr IIcl- 
wysc would have ivtired to his cabin, leaving tho 
voice of darkness forever. But at tliat moment tho 
hurried Hash of a lantern on the captain's bridge fell 
full on the young man's face and shoulders, gleaming 
in his eyes, and lighting up tho masses of yellow liair 
and mighty beanl. lie was standing with one hand 
resting on the taffrail. Tho dim lialo of the fog, 
folding him about, made, him look like a spirit 



X. 

HEL^VTSE RESISTS THE DEVIL 

AS the liglit so fell, hoarse voices sliouted, and 
then a concussioQ shivered through the steamer, 
and her headway was slackened. But of this Ilet- 
ivyse knew notliing; for the voice had hurst forth in 
a cry of fear, amazement, and hate ; and in another 
krealh he found himself clutched tightly in long, wiry 
arms, and felt panting breath liot agninst his face. 

He struggled at first to froo himself, — but lie was 
held in the grip of a madman 1 Then did tlie turbid 
current of his blood begin to leap and tingle, and 
strange half- thoughts darted through his mind like 
deformed spectres, capering as they flew ! The bul- 
wark of his will was overthrown ; he could not poise 
himself long enough to recover his self-sway. lie was 
sliding headlong down a steep, the velocity momently 
increasing. 

Was it Balder Helwysa that was struggling thus 
furiously, Lis body full of fire, his brain of madness. 
Lis heart (juick-beating with savage, wicked, thirsty 
joy I His soul — his own no longer — was bestridden 
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by a frantic demon, who, brimming over with hot glee, 
drove him whirling blindly on, with an ever-growing 
purpose that surcharged each smallest artery, and fur- 
nished a condensed dart of malicfe wherewith to stab 
and stab again the opposing souL lie waxed every 
instant madder, wickeder, more devilishly exultant ; 
and now, although panting, breathless, pricking at 
every pore from the agony of the strain, he could 
scarce forbear screaming with delight! for ho felt he 
was gaining, and — ecstasy I — knew that his adver- 
sary felt it also, and that his heart was as full of 
black despair and terror as was his conqueror's of in- 
tolerable triumph! Gaining still I 

Strange, that all tlirough this wild frenzy in which 
body and soul were rapt, the essential part of Balder 
Ilelwyse seemed to bo looking on, with a curious, 
repellent twist of feature, commenting on what was 
going forward, and noting, with quiet interest and pre- 
cision, each varying phase of the stniggle, — noting, 
as of significance, that the sway of the demon of mur- 
der made the idea of other crimes seenl beyond words 
congenial, enticing, delicious ! 

Steadily through this storm of lawless fury has the 
predestined victory been drawing near! The throb- 
bing of his enemy's heart, — Helwyse feels it; did 
ever lover so rejoice in the palpitations of liis mis- 
tress ? the wine of life ! drunk from the cup 
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of marder I Hear how the wrotcli'e voice brealis 
cfaokiDg from his throat ! — lie would bey for mercy, 
bat cannot, shall not I Keep your fingers in his 
Uiroat ; the other hand creeps warily downwards. 
Now Jiorl Jiim up, — over I — 



Bat with what an ugly gulp the black water swal- 
Urwed Iiis body! 



XI. 



A DEAD WEIGHT. 

WAS it not well (lone ? Tempted to covet imagi- 
nary wickedness, Ilelvvyse was ripe for real 
crime, — and wlio so worthy to suflcr as the tempter ? 

He leaned panting against the taffraiL His pre- 
dominant feeling was tliat he had been ensnared. His 
judgment had been dnigged, and he had been lured on 
to evil. An infamous conspiracy ! 

His breath regained, he stood upright and in a me- 
chanical manner arranged his disordered dress. His 
liaversack was gone, — had been torn from his shoul- 
ders and carried overboard. An awkward loss ! for it 
contained, among otlier things, valuable letters and 
papers given him by his father ; not to mention a note- 
book of his own, and Uncle Glyphic's miniature. His 
dead enemy had carried off the proofs of his murderer's 
identity! 

Not till now did Helwyse become aware of an un- 
usual tumult on the steamer. Had they seen the 
deed ? — He stood with set teeth, one hand on the taff- 
raiL Rather than bo taken alive, he would leap over I 
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Babit&oon becamo evident tlmt the nucleus of excite- 
ment was elsewhere. Tlio " Empire State " was at a 
Btand-stilL Captain aud mates were stiouting to one 
another and at tlie sailors. By the flyiny light of the 
lanterns Helwyse caught glimpses of the sails and tall 
mast^ of a schooner. He began to comprehend what 
bad happened. 

" Thank God ! Uiat saves me," ho said with a sense 
of relaxation. Then he turned and peered fearfully 
)uU> the black abyss beyond the stem. Nothing tliere I 
nothing save the heavy breathing of remorseless waves. 
-The statistics of tilings God has been thanked for, — 
wliat piquant instances would such a collection afford ! 
Any unusual stir of emotion seems to impel a reference 
to something higher than tlie world. Only a bloodless 
calm appears to be secure from God's interference. It 
is wortliy of remark that this was tlie first time in 
Ilelwyse's career — at least since his arrival at years 
of discretion — that he had thanked God for anytliing. 
This was not owing to his being of a specially ungrate- 
ful disposition, but to peculiar ideas upon the subject 
of a Supreme Being. God, he believed, was no more 
than the highest phase of man ; and in any man of 
sufficient natural endowment, he saw a possible God : 
just as every American citizeu is a possible President 1 
What is of moment at present, however, is the fact 
that the youug man's first inconsistency of word with 
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creed dates at the time his self-control forsook liim on 
board the midnight steamer. 

In that thanksgiving prayer his passion passed away. 
After unnaturally distending every sense and faculty, 
it suddenly ebbed, leaving the consciousness of an irri- 
tating vacuum. Something must be done to fill it 
One drawback to crime seems to be its insufficiency to 
itself. It creates a craving which needs must be fed. 
The demon returns, demanding a fresh task; and lie 
returns again forever ! 

Ilclwyse, therefore, plunged into the midst of the 
uproar consequent on the collision, and tried to absorb 
the common excitement, — to identify himself wth 
other men ; no longer to be apart from them and above 
them. But he did not succeed. It seemed as though 
he would never feel excitement or warmth in the blood 
«ngain ! His deed was a dead weight that steadied him 
spite of his best eflbrts. His aim has hitherto been, 
not to forget himself; — let him forget himself now 
if he can ! 

The uproar was over all too soon, and the steamer 
once more under way. 

*' No serious harm done, sirl — no liarm donel" ob- 
served a spruce steward. 

" No ; no harm." 

" By the way, sir, — thought I heard some one sing 
out aft just afore we struck You heard it, sir? Thought 
some fellow 'd gone overboard, may be 1 " 
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"I saw no one," answered Hehvyse ; nor had he. 
But ho turned away, fearing that the liriak steward 
miglit read prevarication in his face. No, lie had seen 
no one ; but he had licard a plunge ! lie revolted 
from the memory of it, hut it would not be banished. 
Hod there been a soul in the body before it mode th.it 
dive ? even for a few minutes afterwards 7 He would 
have given much to know ! In theorizing about crinio, 
he had always maintained the motive to bo nil in aU. 
But now, though unable to controvert the logic of 
his assertion, he felt it told less tlion the whole truth. 
He recognized a divine conservative virtue in straws, 
and grasped at the smallest! Tlirough the long tor- 
tare of self-questioning and indecision, let us not fol- 
low Lim. Uncertainty is a ghastly element in such a 
matter. 

He groped his way back to the taffrail. Why, ho 
knew not ; but there he was at last. He might safely 
soliloquize now ; there was no listener. He might light 
a cigar and smoke ; no one would see him. Yet, no ; 
for, on second thoughts, his cigars hod gone with the 
liaversack I 

He bent over the slender iron railing. %\niere was 
— it now ? Miles awny by this time, swinging, sway- 
ing down — down — down to the bottom of the Sound 1 
Slowly taming over as it sinks, its arras now thrown 
oat, now doubled underneath ; the legs sprawling help- 
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lessly ; the head wagging loosely on the dead neck. 
Down — down, pitching slowly head forwards; right- 
ing, and going down standing, the hair floating straight 
on end. Down ! 0, woukl it never bo dono sinking 

— sinking — sinking? "Was the sea deep as IIcll ? 
But when it reached the bottom, would it rest 

tlierc ? No, not even there. It would drift uneoaily 
alK)ut for a while on the dark sand, the green gloom of 
the water above it. Every hour it would grow less and 
less heavy ; by and by it would begin slowly to rise 

— rise ! Horrible it looked now ; not like itself, tliat 
had Ixjen horrible enough before. Iiising, — rising. O 
fearful thing ! why come to tell dead men*s tales here ? 
You are done with the world. "Wliat wants mankind 
with you ? Begone I sink, and rise no more I It will 
not sink ; still it rises, and the green gloom lightens as 
it slowly buoys upwards. Tlie light rests shrinkingly 
on it, revealing the dreadful features. The limbs are 
no Ipngcr pliant, but stiff, — terribly stiff and unyield- 
ing. Still it rises, nearer and nearer to the surface. 
See where the throat was gripped! Up it comPi« at 
last in the morning sun, among the sparkling, laughing, 
pure blue waves, — the swollen, dead thing I — dead in 
the midst of the world's life, hideous amidst tlie world's 
beauty. It bobs and floats, and will sink no more; 
would rise to heaven if it could I Xo need for that 
The tide takes it and creeps stealthily with it towaids 
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the shore, aiid costs it, with ehudder and recoil, upon 
tlie beach. There it lies. 

Such risinns haunted Helwyse as he Icnncd over the 
toiTiaiL He lioJ not suspected, at starling, upou Iiow 
long a voyage lie was bound How many houra might 
it bo since he and the cook had so merrily diued 
together? Was such a conti-ost possible? Surely no 
more monstrous delusiou than this of Time ever im- 
posed ujwn mankind ! For months and years he jogs 
on with us, a dull and sober-paced jiedestriau. Then 
comes a sudden eternity I But Time thrusts a. clock 
in our faces, and shows us that the hands have marked 
a minute only. Shall we put faith in him ? 

Helwyse suffered from a vivid imagination. He 
Trent not to bis room that night He kept the deck, 
and tried to talk with the men, following them about 
and asking aimless questions, until they began to give 
him short answers. Wiiere were bis pride and bis 
serene superiority to the friendship or enmity of his 
race ? where his pliilosophic self-criticism and fanciful 
l»dinage ? his resolute, conquering eyea ? his bearing 
of graceful, careless authority ? Hod all these attri- 
butes been pocked in his haversack, and cast with that 
upon tlie waters ? and would they, no more than he to 
irhose care they bad been intrusted, ever return ? - 

With each new hour, morning seemed fartlief off. 
In hia objectless wanderings, Helwyse came to the 
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well of the engine-room and hung over it, gazing at 
the bright, swift-sliding machinery, studying the parts, 
tracing tlic subtle transmission of forco from jiioce to 
piece. Here at last was companionship for him ! The 
engine was a beautiful combination, — so polished, 
cifective, and logical ; like the minds of some philoso- 
phers, moving with superhuman regularity and power, 
but lifeless I 

llelwyse watched it long, till finally its monotony 
wearied him. It was doing admirable work, but it 
never swerved from its course at the call of senti- 
ment or emotion. Its travesty of life was repulsive. 
^lachinery is the most admirable invention of man, 
but is modelled after no heavenly prototype, and will 
have no part in the millennium. It seems to annul 
space and time, yet gives us no taste of eternity. 
Man lives quicker by it, but not more. With another 
kind of weapon must the true victory over matter be 
achieved I 
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MOKE VAGARIES. 

MOST benign and beautiful was the morning. 
The " Empire State " emerged from tlio fog and 
left it, a rosy cloud, astern. The chasing waves spur- 
Ided and danced lur jvy. The sun was up, fi^sli and 
UDstained as yesterday. Night, that had changed so 
macb, hod left the sun undimmed. With the same 
power ftQd brightness as for iunumeraUc past centu- 
ries, Iiis glorious glance colored the gray sky hlue. 
Helwyse — he was at the stem taffrail again — looked 
at the marvellous sphere with unwinking eyes, until it 
blurred and swam before him, and danced in colored 
rings. It warmed his face, but penetrated no deeper. 
Looking away, black suns moved everywhere before his 
eyes, and the earth looked dim and shabby, as though 
blighted by a cursa 

Helwyse had not slept, partly from disinclination to 
the solitude of liis berth, partly because the thought 
of awakening dismayed him. Nevertheless, he could 
scarcely believe in what had happened, now. Ho 
stood upon the very spot j here was the semicircle of 



MORE VAGARIE& 121 

railing, the camp-stools, tlic white cabin-wall against 
which he had leaned. Ihit the blackness of night had 
so utterly \n\st away that it seemed as though the deed 
done in it nuist in some manner have vanished like- 
wise. What is fact at one time looks uui-cal at an- 
other. It must be associated with all times and moods 

• 

before it can be fully comprehended and accepted. 

Glancing down at the deck, Ilelwyse saw there tlio 
cigar he had been smoking the night before, flattened 
out by the tread of a foot, and lying close beside it a 
sj^arkling ring. lie i>icked it up ; it was a diamond of 
l)urest water, curiously caught between the mouths of 
two little serpents, whose golden and black bodies, 
twisted round each other, formed the hoop. Itealizing, 
after a moment, from whose finger it must have fallen, 
he had an impulse to fling it far into the sea; but liis 
second thought was not to part from it. The idea of 
its former owner nmst indeed always be hateful to his 
murderer ; but the bond between their souls was closer 
and more indissoluble than that between man and 
wife; and of so unnatural a union this ring was a fair 
emblem. Unnatural though the union were, to Hel- 
wyse it seemed at the time better than total solitude. 

He felt heavy and inelastic, — averse to himself, but 

still more to society. He wished to see men and 

women, yet not to be seen of them. He had used to 

be ready in speech, and willing to listen ; now, no sub- 

•6 
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ject intcrestetl him save one, — on which liis lips mitst 
bo forever closed. When the suu had made liimsclf 
tboroughly at home oa earth and in heaven, Ilelwyso 
went to his Htate'rooin, reeling unclean from the soul 
outwards. While making his. toilet, lie took care to 
leave tbe window-hlind up, that he mi^ht at any time 
SCO the blue aky and water, and the hiiyht shoro, with 
its foliage and occasional houses. He shrank from sev- 
ering, even for aninsUmt, hia communication with the 
beneficent spirit of nature. And yet Xuturo could not 
comfoit liini, — in his e.xtreiiicst need ho found her 
moBt banen. Uc had been wont to rejoice in her as 
tbe creature of his own senses ; but wlieu lie asked her 
to sympathize with bis pain, she laughed at him, — the 
magnificent coquette ! — and bade Iiim, since slie was 
only the reflection of himself, be content with hia 
own sympathy. Truly, if man and Nature bo thus 
allied, and God be but mau developed, then is self-sufli- 
ciency tlie only virtue worth cultivating, and idolatry 
must begin at home I 

His cflbrta to improve his appearance were not satis- 
factory ; the loss of his toilet articles embarrassed him 
uot a little ; and he, moreover, lacked zest to enter into 
tbe business with his customary care. And what he 
did was done not merely for his own satisfaction, as 
beretofore, but with an eye to the cnticisnis of otlier 
people. His naively unconscious independence had 
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got a blow. After doing his best he went out, pale 
and lieavy-eyed, the diamond ring on his finger. 

The passengers had begun to assemble iu the cabin. 
It seemed to Ilelwyse, as he entered, that one and all 
turned and stared at him with suspicious curiosity. 
He half expected to see an accuser rise up and ]x>int a 
dreadful fmgcr at him. But in truth the sensation ho 
created was no more than common ; it was his morbid 
sensitiveness, which for the first time took note of it 
He had been accustomed to look at himself as at a 
third person, in wliose faults or successes ho was alike 
interested; but although his present mental attitude 
miglit have moved him to smile, he, in fact, felt no such 
impulse. The hue of his deed had permeated all possi- 
ble forms of himself, thus barring him from any stand- 
point whence to see its humorous aspect The sun 
would not sliine on it! 

As time passed on, however, and no one oITcred to 
denounce Iiim, Ilelwyse began to bo moro at ease 
Seeing the steward with whom ho had spoken tlie 
night before, he asked him whereabouts he supposed 
the schooner was. 

" 0, she *11 be in by night, sir, safe enough. Wind 's 
freshened up a good bit since ; would n*t take her long 
to rig a new bowsprit. Beg pardon, sir, did you hap- 
pen to know the party next door to you ? ** 

" I know no one. AVTiat about him ? " 
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"Can't find liim nowhere, air. Poor locked lliis 
morning ; had n't used hia bed ; must have come 
aboard, for there wiis a violin lying on the bed iu a 
black box, for all iLo world like a cofGn, sir. Queer, 
ain't it ? " 

The steward was called away, but Ilelwyse's uneasi- 
Dcsa bad returned. Did this fellow suspect nothing ? 
The student of men could not read bis face ; the power 
of iDsigbt seemed to have left him. Kcason could tell 
him tliat it was impossible lie slioiUd bo suspected, but 
reason no longer satisfied him. 

He left Uie cabin and once more songht tlie deck, 
harried and anxious. "Wliy could not he be stolid and 
indifferent, as were many worse criminals than lie ? 
' Or was bia disquiet a gauge of his moral accountabil- 
ity T By as much as he was more finely gifted than 
other men, was the stain of sin upon bis soul more 
ineffaceable ? List nigbt, ignorance was the only evil ; 
but bad he been satisfied with less wisdom, might he 
not have sinned with more impunity! Nevertheless, 
Balder Helwyse would hardly have been willing to 
purchase greater ease at the price of being less a man. 

The steamer descended the narrow and swift current 
of East River, rounded Castle Garden, and reached her 
pier before eight o'clock. Shoulder to shoulder with 
the other passengers, Helwyse descended the gang- 
plank. Tlje official who took his ticket eyed him so 
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closely that there was the beginning of an impulse in 
his weary brain to knock tlio fellow down. Finding 
himself not interfered with, however, he passed on to 
the rattling street, beginning to understand that the 
attention he excited was not owing to a visible brand 
of Cain, but to his beard and hair, which were at vari- 
ance witli the fashion of that day. Ho was neither 
more nor less a cynosure than at other times. I>ut ho 
%vas more sensitive to notice, and it now occurred to 
him that his unique a]>]x^arance was unsafe as well as 
irksome. Were a certain body found, in connection 
with evidence more or less circumstantial, how readily 
might he be pointed out ! He fancied himself reading 
the description in a newspaper, and realized how many 
and how easily noted were his peculiarities. His care- 
lessness of public remark had been folly. Tlie sooner 
his peculiarities were amended, the better I 

At the comer of the street stood a couple of police- 
men, — ponderous, powerful men, able between them 
to carry to jail tlie most refractory criminal One path 
was open to Ilelwyse, whereby to recover his self- 
respect, and regain his true footing witli tlie world; 
and tliat led into the hands of those policemen 1 With 
a revulsion of feeling perhaps less strange than it 
seems, he walked up to them, resolved to surrender 
himself on a charge of munler. It was the simplest 
issue to liis embarrassments. 
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" Policemen ! " ho begun, with a return of liia ns- 
anred voice and l>earing. Tbey stared at liim, and one 
said, " How ? " 

" Direct me to the best hotel near here ! " said Hel- 
■wyse. 

They stored, and told him the way to the Aator 
House. 

There had been but the hricfest hesitation in Hcl- 
wyse'a mind, hut during that pauee he had reconsid- , 
cred his resolve and said No to it. Remembering 
some episodes of lus past liistory, he cannot hastily be 
accused of vulgar fear of death. In his case, indeed, it 
may have required more coun^e to close his mouth 
tboQ to open it. Be tliat as it might, the question fis 
to tlie degree and nature of his guilt was still unsettled 
in hifl mind. Moreover, had he been clear on this 
point, he yet distrusted the competence of human laws 
to do him justice. He slirank from surrender, less oA 
affecting his person tlian as superseding his judgment. 
But, failing himself and mankind, to what other court 
can he appeal T Sliould the fitting tribunal appear, will 
he have the nerve to face it ? 

He did not go to the Astor House, notwithstanding 
the trouble he had tikcn to ask his way thither. He 
coasted along the more obscure tlioroughfares, seeming 
to find something congenial iu them. Here were peo- 
ple, many of whom liad also committed crimes, whose 
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eyes he need not shuu to incct^ who wcro his brethren. 
To be sure, they gave him no friendly ghinces, taking 
him for some dainty aristocrat, whom idle curiosity had 
led to their domains. But Ilelwyse knew the secret 
of his kinship; and he perhaps indulged a wild mo- 
mentary dream of proclaiming himself to them, entering. 
into their life, and vanishing from that world that had 
known him Iieretofure. It is a shorter step than is 
generally sui)posed, from human height to human 
degradation. 

A pale girl with handsome features, careless expres- 
sion, and somewhat disordered hair, leant out of a low 
window, her loose dress falling partly open from lier 
bosom as she did so. 

" Where are you going, my love ? " inquired she, with 
a professionally attractive smile. " Are n't you going 
to give me a lock of that sweet yellow hair T — theie 's 
a duck ! " 

It so happened that Ilelwyse had never before been 
openly accosted by a member of this class of the com- 
munity. Was this infringement of the rule the rosult 
of his own fall, or of the girl's exceptional eifrontcry ? 
He had an indignant glance ready poised, but forbore 
to hurl it ! The worst crime of the young woman was 
that she disposed of herself at a rate of remuneration 
exactly corresponding to the value of the commodity ; 
wliereas lie, less economical and orderly, had mortgaged 
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Ilis own soul by disposing of some one else's body, and 
was, if anything, out of pocket by the transaction I 
UndoubteiUy the young womnn lind tbo best of it; 
very likely, had she boon aware of the circumstances, 
she would not liave dcignctl him so mucti us a smilo. 
lie therefore neither yielded to her solicitations nor 
rebuked them, but passed on, Tlie adventure recti- 
fied liis frateniizing inipidso. Albeit standing accounts 
ant for so great a sin, the mire waa as yet nlion to 
Lim. 

But Uiere was pertinence in the young woman's 
question ; where was ha going, indeed ? Since the 
catastrophe on board the st«n.nicr, ho had forgotten 
Doctor Glyphic lie felt small inclination to meet 
his relative now; but certain considerations of per- 
sonal interest no longer wore the same color as yes- 
terday, nobbed of his self-respect, ho could ill af- 
ford to surrender worldly wealth into the bargain. 
On the other hand, to \ya\m himself off on his uncle 
for a true man was adding hypocrisy to his other 

Such an objection, however, could liardly have turned 
tlie scale. Great crimes' are magnets of smaller ones. 
It was necessary for Ilelwyse to all«r the whole scheme 
€>f liis life-voyage ; and since he had failed in beating 
up gainst the wind, wliy not make all sail before 
it I Meanwhile, it was easier to coll on Doctor Glyphio 
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than to dc^^se a new course of action ; and thus, had 
matters been allowed to take their natural turn, mcro 
inertia miglit have brought about their meeting. 

But the irony of events turns our sternest resolves to 
ridicule. On tlie next street-comer was a hair-drcsscr's 
shop, its genial little proprietor, plump and smug, rub- 
bing his hands and smiling in the doorway. Beholding 
the commanding figure of the yellow-bearded young 
I aristocrat, afar oflT, his professional mouth watered over 
him. What a harvest for shears and razor was hero ! 
Dare he hope that to him would be intrusted the glo- 
rious task of reaping it ? 

As Ilehvyse gained the comer, his weary eyes took 
in the smiling hair-dresser, the little room beyond cheer- 
ful with sunshine and colored paper-hangings, and the 
padded chair for customers to recline in. Here might 
he rest awhile, and rise up a new man, — a stranger to 
himself and to all who had known him. It ^•as fitting 
that the inward change shoidd take effect without ; not 
to mention tliat the wearing of so conspicuous a mane 
was as unsafe as it was unsuitable. 

lie entered tlie shop, therefore, — the proprietor back- 
ing and lx)wing before him, — and sat down with a 
sigh in the padded chair. Immediately ho was en- 
veloped in a light linen robe, a towel was tucked in 
round his neck by deft caressing fingers, the sootliing 
murmur of a voice was in his ear, and presently 
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sounded the click-click of sliecira. Tlie descendant of 
tbe Vikings closed liia eyea and felt coniforUiblc. 

The peculiar color and luxuriance of Ealdcr's Iiair 
and beard were marked attributes of the Ilehvysc Una 
In tliese days of ponderous geuealogiea, who would Ixi 
suri>ri9ed to learu tliat the family sprang from that 
Ikilder, suroamcd the Beautiful, who was the sun-god 
of Scandinavian mythology ! Certain of his distinctivo 
characteristics, both physical and mental, would appear 
to have been perpetuated witli marvellous distinctness 
throughout the descent ; above all, the golden locks, 
the blue eyes, and tbe sunny disposition. 

For tlie rest, bo far as sober history can trace them 
back, they seem to have been a noble and adventurous 
race of men, loving the sea, but often taking a high 
part ia the political alTairs of the nation. The sons 
vere uniformly fair, but the daughters dark, — owing, 
it was said, to the first mother of the line liaving been 
a dark-eyed woman. But the advent of a dark-eyed 
beir hod been foretold from the earliest times, not 
without ominous (albeit obscure) hints as to the part 
he would pky in the family history. The precise 
wording of none of these old propbecies lias come 
down to ua; but they seem in general to have inti- 
mated that the dark-eyed Hclwyse would bring the 
race to a ruinous and disgraceful end, saving on the 
accompliahment of conditions too improbable to de- 
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servo recording. Tlie dead must return to life, tbo 
living forsake their identity, love unite the blood of 
the victim to that of the destroyer, — and oibcyr yet 
stranger things must happen befoi^ the danger could 
be averted. 

The superstitious reverence paid to enigmatical 
utterances of this kind has long ago passed away ; 
and, if any meaning ever attaches to them, it is aj^t 
to be sadly commonplace. Nevertheless, when Balder 
was born, and the hereditary blue eyes were found 
wanting, the circumstance was doubtless the occasion 
of much half-serious banter among tliose to whom 
the ominous prophecies were familiar. Certainly the 
young man had already made one grave mistake ; and 
he couhl hardly have followed it up by a more dis- 
graceful retreat than this to the hair-dresser's saloon. 
The ghosts of his heroic forefathers in Vallialla would 
disown his shorn head with indignant scorn ; for their 
golden locks had ever been sacred to them as their 
honor. When the Koman Empire was invaded by the 
Goths and Vandals, a Ilelwyse — so nnis the talc — 
was taken prisoner and brought before, the Iloniau 
General The latter summoned a barber and a Leads- 
nian, and informed the captive that he might choose' 
iHjtween forfeiting his head, and that wliich grew upon 
it As to the precise woixls in which the Nortlicm 
warrior couched liis reply, historians vary; but tliey 
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are agreed on the important point lliat liis Iicatl «ii3 
chopped off witliout delay ! 

Dill the memory of tliese tilings bring no blush to 
Ealiler'a checks ! There he sat, as iniliiTereiit, to nil 
outward Bceming, as tliough he were asleep. But tbia 
raay have been the apathy consequent on the abamloii- 
ment of lofty pretensions and sublinio ambitions ; be- 
tiaying proud sensitiveness mthcr than base lack of 
feeling. Balder Ilelwyse was not the first man of 
ports to appear in an undignified and nnhcroic light, 
The foremost man of all this world once whined like a 
sick girl for his physic, and preposterously overesti- 
mated his swimming powers ; yet his greatness found 
liim out I 

In sober earnest, however, wliat real importance at- 
taches to Helwyse's doings at this juncture ? Fliysi- 
cally and mentally weary, he may have acted from the 
most ordinary motives. As to liis entertaining any 
auperstitious crotchets about having his hair cut, — 
the spirit of the aga forbid it I 



XIIL 

THROUGH A GLASS. 

THE liair-drcsser had the quality — now rare among 
his class — of unlimited and self-enjoying lo- 
quacity; soothing, because its little waves lapsed in 
objectless pmttle on the beach of the apprehension, to 
be attended to or not at pleasuiu The sentences 
were without regular head or tail, and were connected 
by a friendly aiTangement between themselves, rather 
than by any logical se(|uence; while the recurring 
pauses at interesting epochs of work wrought a rec- 
ognition of how care&sing had been the easy voice, 
and accinnulated a lazy disposition to hear it con- 
tinue. 

After decking Helwyso for the sacrifice, ho hod 
murmured confidentially in his ear, "Hair, sir? — or 
beard, sir? — or both? — little of both, sir? Just 
so. Hair first, please, sir. Love-ly morning 1" 

And thereupon began to clip and coo and whisk 
softly about, in the highest state of Uirberic joy. 
As he worked, inspired by the curly, flowing glossy 
locks which, to his eye, called inarticulately for the 
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tools of Lis tratle, his undulating monolojuo welled 
forth until Coleriilgo miglit liave envied lum. IIcl- 
vysa heard the sound, but let the words go hy to 
tliat uuknowD limbo ^YllitllG^ all sounds, good or bad, 
liave been Syiog since time began. 

Hy and by the hair vos done; there ensued a 
plj-ing of brashes, a blowing down the neek, and a 
slinking out of the linen apron. 

" Will you cast your eyes on the mirror now, sii', 
please I " 

"No, — go on and finish, firsC replied Helwyec; 
and forthwith a cushion was insinuated beneath his 
bead, and his feet were elevated upon a rest. Ho 
lieard the preparation of the warm latlier, and anon 
the knowing strapping of a razor. He put up his 
hand and stroked his beard for the last time, won- 
dering bow he would look without it. 

" Never saw the like before, air; must have annoyed 
yoa dreadful!" remarked the commiserating boi'ber, as 
be passed the preparatory scissors rouud liia customer's 
jaw, mowing the great golden elieaf at one sweep. 
He spoke of it as though it were a cancer of other 
painful excrescence, the removal of which would he 
to the suffcTer a boon unspeakaUa 

Helwyse's face expressed neither anguish nor relief; 
he presently lost himself in Uionglita of liis own, only 
letunuDg U} the perception of outside things when 
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tlio barber asked him whether he, also, had over 
attended cam]>meeting ; the subject being evidently 
one which had been held forth ux)on for some time 
l^ast. 

"Xo ?" contimicd the little man, who by long prac- 
tice had acx|uircd a wonderful power of interpreting 
silence. ""Well, it's a great -thing, sir; and a right 
curious thing is experiencing religion, too I A great 
blessing I 've found it, sir ; there 's a i)caco dwells 
with me, as the minister says, right along all tho time 
now. Does the razor please you, sir ? All I I was a 
wild and godless being once, although always reckoned 
a smart hand with the razor ; — Satan never took my 
cunning hand, as the ixKJt says, away from me. Yes, 
there was a time when I was how-d' y*-do with all 
the bloods around the place, and a good business I 
used to do out of them, too, sir; but religion is a 
peace there 's no understanding, as tho Good Book 
says ; and if I don't make all I used to, I save twice 
as much, — and that *s the good of it, sir. Beau-ti-ful 
chin is yours, sir, I declare I " 

" Do you believe in the orthodox faith ? " demanded 
Ilelwyse ; "in miracles, and the Trinity, and so fortli ?" 

"Everything we're told to believe in I believe, I 
hoive, .sir ; and as quick as I hear anything more, 
why, I 'm ready to believe that also, provided only it 
comes through orthodox channels, as the saying ie. 
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JUi, sir, it's the unquestioning belief Iliat brings tlio 
happiness. I would n't have anything explained to ine, 
not if I could ! and my faith is such, tliat what gous 
anainst it I never would believe, not if you proved it 
to me black and white, sir I Love-ly skin you 've 
got, air, — it's just like a woman's. Tlio intellect is 
a snare, thftt's what it is, — ah, yes J You think 
vitb me, sir, don't you t" 

Cat Helwyse had relaj^scd into silence. Tlio littlo 
Lair-dresser was happy, was lie ? — IiRppy, and hopeful, 
and conscious of spiritual progress 7 — liod no misgiv- 
ings and feared no danger, — because ho had eliini- 
Doidi reason from liia schcino of religion I Diviuo 
reason, — could man live without iti A snnrc? — 
Well, lind not Balder found it so ? 

Tnie, that was not reason's fault, l>ut his who niis- 
Tisetl reason. True, also, tliat he who believed on others' 
authority believed not ideas hut men, and was desti- 
tute of self-reliance or dignity. Yet the hair-dresser 
seemed to find in that very dependence his best hap- 
piness, and to have built up a factitious self-respect 
from the very ruin of true dignity. His position waq 
the antipodes of Haider's, yet, if results were evidence, 
it was tenable and more succcssfuL 

Tliis plump, superficial, smiling little hair-dresser was 
a person of no importance, yet it happened to liim to 
modify not only Helwyse's external aspect, but the 
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aspect of Ills mind as well, — by the presentation of 
a new idea; for, strange to say, Ilelwysc liod never 
chanced to doubt that seraphim were higher than 
chcnibim, or that independence was the only ladder 
to heaven. To be taught by one avowedly without 
intellect is humiliating; but the experience of many 
will furnish examples of a singular disregard of tliis 
kind of proprieties. 

AVhen the shaving was done to the artist's satisfac- 
tion, he held the mirror before his customer's face 
Ilolwyse looked narrowly at his reflection, as was natu- 
ral in making the acquaintance of one who was to bo 
his near and intimate companion. He beheld a set 
of features strongly yet gmcefully built, but shorn of 
a certain warm, manly attractiveness. Tlie imnicdiato 
visibility of mouth and chin — index of so large a 
l>art of man's nature — startled him. He was dis- 
mayed at tlie ease wherewith the working of emotion 
mi^'lit now bo traced. .Man wholly unveiled to him- 
self is indeed nn awful spectacle, be the dissection- 
room that of the surgeon or of the psychologist 
Hardly might angels themselves endure it A meas- 
ure of ignorance of ourselves is wise, because con- 
sciousness of a weakness may lead us to give it rein. 
Perfect strength can coexist only with perfect knowl- 
edge, but neither is attainable by man. Man should 
pray to bo screened from himself, lest his sword 
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fiul.— lest the Gorgon'a head on his breast change 
Lim to stone 

The gracious, outflowering veil of Balder ITel^pj'sc'a 
life had vanished, leaving nakedness. Henceforth ho 
must depend on fence, feint and guard, not on the 
downright aword-atroke. With Adam, the fig-leaf suc- 
ceeded innocence as a garment ; for Ilelwysc, artificial 
address must do duty as a fig-leaf. Tlie day of guilt- 
less sincerity was past ; gone likewise tlie day of open 
acknowledgment of guilt. Now dawned the day of 
counterfeiting, — not always the shortest of our mor- 
tal year. 

On ttie whole, Helwyse's new face pleased him not 
He felt self-estranged and self-distrustful. Standing 
on the borders of a darker land, the thoughts and 
deeds of his past life swarmed in review before his 
«yea. Many a seeming trifling event now showed as 
the forewarning of harm to coma The day's journey 
once over, we see its issue prophesied in each tnim* 
pery raven and cloud that we have met since mora- 
ing. However, the omens would liave read as well 
another way ; for nature, like man, ie twofold, and can 
be aa glibly quoted to Satan's advantage as to Goil's. 

"Veiy well done!" said Helwyse to the barber, 
passing a hand over tlie close-cropi>ed head and pol- 
ished chin. " The only trouble is, it cannot be done 
once for alL" 
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As tlio little man smilingly remarked, liowever, Uie 
charge was but ten cents. His customer paid it and 
went out, and was seen by the hair-dresser to walk 
listlessly up the street The improvement iu Ids i)er- 
sonal appearance had not mended his spirits. Indeed, 
it cannot be disguised that his trouble was moro scri- 
ous than lay within a barber's skill altogether to set 
right. 

Were man potentially omniscient, then might Bal- 
der s late deed be no crime, but a simple exercise of 
prerogative. But is knowledge of evil real knowledge T 
God is gooduess and man is evil. God knows both 
good and evil Man knows evil — knows himself — 
only; knows God only in so far as ho ceases to be 
man and admits God. But this simple truth becomes 
confused if we fancy a possible God in man. 

This was Baldcr's difficulty. Possessed of a strong, 
comprehensive mind, he had made a providence of 
himself ; confounded intelligence with integrity ; used 
the moral principle not as a law of action but as a 
means of insight The temptation so to do is strong 
in proportion as the mind is greatly gifted. But expe- 
rience shows no good results from yielding to it Blind 
monil instinct, if not safer, is more comfortable I 

Not the deed alone, but the revelation it brought^ 
preyed on the young man's peace. If he were a crimi- 
nal to-day, then M-as the whole argument of Lis past 
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life criminal likewise. Teat-srday's deed was tlio logi- 
cal oulcome'of a course of tlioiiglit cxtcudiiig over 
many yesterdays. Wliy, tlicn, lind nnt his i>resoiit 
gloom imi>eiuled also, and warned liim beroreliaiid ? 
Sccause, wliilo parleying with tlie Devil, lie looks 
siigelic ; but Iiaviiig given our soft-Bpoken interlocutor 
lioufto-room, lie makes up for lust time by becoming 
direfully sincere! 

On first facing tbo world in his new guise, Ilelwyso 
felt an embarrassment wliicli ho fancied everylKHly 
must remark. Dnt, in fact (as ho was not long discov- 
ering), he was no longer remarkable; the barber bad 
■wiped out his individuality. It was what he had 
-wished, and yet his insignificance annoyed him. The 
stare of the world had put him out of countenance ; yet 
vlien it stopped staring he was still unsatisfied. What 
can be the solution of this paradox ? 

It perhaps was the occasion of liia seeking tlie upjicr 
part of the city, where houses were more scarce and 
there were fewer people to be unconcerned I In coun- 
try solitudes he could still l>o the chief figure. He 
entered Broadway at the point where Grace Church 
stands, and passed on through tlie sparsely inhabited 
region now known as Union Square. The streets here- 
abouts were but roughly marked out, and were left in 
many places to the imagination. On tbo comer of 
Twenty-third Street was a low wliitewaslicd inn, whose 
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Bprcading roof overshadowed the girdling balcony. 
Farmers* wagons were housed beneath the ailjoining 
shed, and one was drawn up before the lioor, its driver 
conversing with a personage in shirt-sleeves and straw 
hat, answering to the name of Corporal Thompson. 

Ilelwyse perhaps stopped at the Corporal's hospitable 
little establishment to rest himself and get some break- 
fast ; but whether or not, his walk did not cud here, 
but continued up Broadway, and after passing a lai^ 
kitchen-gaixlen (whose owner, a stout Dutchmau, was 
pacing its centml path, smoking a long clay pipe M'liich 
he took from his lips only to growl guttural orders to 
the gardeners who were stooping hero and there over 
the beds), emerged into open country, where only an 
occasional Irish shanty broke the solitude. 

How long the young man walked he never knew ; 
but at length, from the summit of a low hill, he looked 
northwest and saw the gleam of Hudson Iliver. Jjcav- 
ing tlie road he struck across rocky fields which finally 
brought him to the river-bank. A stony i)romontory 
jutted into the water, and on this (liaving clambcrcil to 
its outer extremity) Ilelwyse sat down, his feet over- 
hanging the swirling current The tide was just post 
the flood. 

About two hundred yards up stream, to tlio north- 
ward, stood a small wooden house, on tlie beach iu 
front of which a shabby old mariner was bailing out 
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Ilia boat. Southwards, some miles away, cur\-ed tlio 
shadowed edjjo of tbc city, a spire mounting Iicre and 
there, a pencilled mist of smoke from cliiiiineys, a frJiiyo 
of tbready masts around tlie farthest point In front 
slid ceaselessly away the vast sweep of levelled water, 
and still it came undinuaiabed on. The opposing sboro 
■was a mile distant, its rocky front gradually gaining 
abruptness and height until lost round tlie northern 
curve. But directly opitosite Ilolwyse's promontory, 
the stony wall was for some way especially precipitous ' 
and high, ita lofty brink serried with a thick phalaux 
of trees. 

This spot finally monopolized the adventurer's atten- 
tion ; had ho been in Germany, lie would have looked 
for gray castle-towers rising bcliiud the foliage. The 
place looked inaccessible and romantic, and was unde- 
niably picturesque. New York was far enough away 
to be mistaken for — say — Alexandria; while the 
broad river certainly took its rise in as preliiatorio an 
age as tlie Nile itself. Periiaps in the early morning 
of the world some chieftain built his stronghold there, 
and fought notable battles and gave mighty feasts ; and 
later married, aud begat stalwart sons, or a daughter 
beautiful as earth and sky 1 "Where to^ay were her 
jouth and beauty, her loving noble heart, her warm 
melodious voice, her eyes full of dark light 1 Why 
were there no such women now ? — not warped, imper- 
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feet, only half alive in body and spirit ; but chained 
from the heart outwards M'ith pure divine vitality, — 
natures vivid as fire, yet by strength serene 1 

" Why did not I live when she lived, to marry licr?" 
muttered Helwyse in a dream. " A woman whose in- 
finite variety age could not alter nor custom stale ! A 
true wife would have kept me from error. What man 
can comprehend the world, if he puts half the world 
away? Now it is too late; she might have helped 
me rise to greatness, but not to bear disgrace. Ah, 
Balder Helwyse, poor fool I you babble as if she 
stood before you to take or leave. You rise to great- 
ness? You never had the germs of greatness in 
you! You are so little that not the goddess Frcya 
lierself could have made you tall I Tlirough wliat de- 
lusion did you fancy yourself better than any other 
worm ? " 

There was an interval, not more than a rod or two in 
width, in the tree-hedge which lined the opposite clilt 
Tlirough this one might get a narrow glimpse of what 
lay beyond. A strip of grassy lawn extended in front 
of what seemed to be the stone corner of a housa Tlie 
distance obscured detail, but it looked massively built^ 
tliough not after' the modern style. As Helwyse gazed, 
sharpening his (tyos to discern more clearly, he saw a 
figure moving across the lawn directly towards him. 
Advancing to the brink of the cliff, it there paused and 
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seemetl to return liJs gknce. Hclwyae could not tell 
wlieUier it were man or womau. Had tlie river only 
been narrower ! 

The next moment ho remembered Iiia telescope, and, 
taking it from its case, he was at a bound within one 
hundred yards of the western shore. Wiin or woman ? 
be steadied Llie glass on liis knee and looked agniiL 
A woman, surely, — but liow strangely dressed I Sueli 
a costume had uot been in vogue since Damascus was 
a new name in men's mouths. Ilaliler gazed and gnxcd. 
Accurately to distinguish the features was impossible, — 
tantalizingly bo ; for the gazer was convinced tliat sho 
was both young and beautiful. Her motions, her bear- 
ing, the graceful peculiarity of her garb, — a hundred 
nameless evidences made it sure. How dulightfnl to 
watch her in her unconsciousness ! yet Helwyse felt a 
delicacy in thus stealing on lier witliout her knowledge 
or consent. But the misgiving was not strong enongli 
to shut up his telescoiw ; perhax)S it added a zest to tlio 
enjoyment 

" Tlie very princess you were just now dreaming of I 
tlie most beautiful and complete woman ! Would I 
were the prince to win thee!" 

Tliis aspiration was whispered, as though its object 
were within conversable distanca Balder could bo 
imaginative enough when tlie humor took him. 

Hardly liad the whisper passed his lips when he saw 
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the princess majestically turn her lovely licnil, slowly 
and hccclfully, until her glance seemed ilircctly to meet 
his own. His cheeks burned; it was as if she had 
actually overheaixl him. Was she gracious or oflcndcd 7 
lie saw her stretch towards him her anns, and then, 
with a gesture of beautiful jiower, clasp her bauds and 
draw them in to her bosom. 

rrincc Dalder's hand trembled, the telescoi^s slippcil; 
the quick eflbrt to regain it lent it an impetus that 
shot it far into the water. It had done its work and 
was gone forever. The beautiful princess was onco 
more a vague sjKick across a mile of rapid river; now, 
even tlie speck had moved beyond the trees and was 
out of sight ! 

Tlic episode liad come so unexpectedly, and so quickly 
passed, that now it seemed never to liave been at all I 
]>iit llclwyse had yielded liimself unreser^'cdly to the 
influence of the moment Following so aptly the fan- 
ciful creation of his tliought, the apparition had ac- 
quired peculiar significance. Tlic abrupt disappearauco 
alllicted him like a positive loss. 

Did he, then, soberly believe himself and the prin- 
cess to have exchanged glances (not to speak of 
tlioughts) across a river a mile wide ? Perhajis lio 
merely courted a fancy from which the test of reason 
was delibemtely withheld. Spirits not being amenable 
to material laws, what was the odds (so far as ex- 
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change of spiritual aentiment was concerned) whether 
the prinoe and princess were separated by n^les or 
inches? 

Bat'howerer plausible the fancy, it was over. Hel- 
-wjm leaned back on the rock, drew his hat over his 
cjes^ folded his hands beneath his head, and appeared 
to sleep. 



XIV. 

THE TOWER OF BABEL 

IN a perfect state of society, where people will 
think and act in harmony with only the i)UTcst 
jTsthctic hiws, a knowledge of stenography and pho- 
tography will suflice for the creation of perfect works 
of art. But until that epoch comes, the artist must 
be content to do the grouping, toning, and propor- 
tioning of his picture for himself, under penalty of 
redundancy and confusion. People nowada)r8 seldom 
do or think the right thing at the fitting moment; 
insomuch that the biographer, if he would be intel- 
ligible, must use his own discretion in arranging his 
materials. 

Now, in view of the rough shaking which late 
events liad given Balder and his opinions, it is doing 
no violence to probability to fancy him taking an 
early opportunity to pass these opinions in review. 
It would 1)0 easy, by a glance at the magic ring, to 
reproduce his meditations just as they jxissed through 
his brain. Brevity and pertinence, however, counsel 
us to recall a dialogue which had taken place about 
three years before. 
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Balder and Iiis fntlicr were tlion in tlio North of 
England ; and tlie latter (wlio never concenied liiniself 
with any save the plainest and most practiral philos- 
ophy) was not a little atjirtlcd at an analogy drawn by 
bis son between the clond-cap on Ilclvellyn's head 
anil the Almighty I Tremising that llie cloud-cap, 
though apparently stable, was really created by the 
continuous passage of warmer air through a cold region 
around tlie summit of the mountain, whereby it was 
for a moment condensed into visibility and then swept 
on, — having postulated thia fact, and disregarding 
the elder's remark that he believed not a word of it, 
— Balder vent on to say that God was only a set 
of attributes, — in a word, the perfection of all human 
attributes, — and not at all an individual I 

"And what hoa that to do with your cloud-making 
theory ? " demanded Tlior, with acorn. 

"Tlie perfect human attributes," replied Balder, un- 
Tuflled, "correspond to the region of condensation, — 
the cold place, you understand." 

-Do they? WeU?" 

-Tlie constant condensation of Uic warm current 
from below corresponds to the taking on of tliese 
attribu^ by a ceaseless succession of human souls.. 
Filling out tlio Divine .character, they lose identity, 
and so make room for others." 

"What are tliese attributes?" 
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"They are incfiable, — they arc omniscience, — the 
compreliensiou of the wliole creative iilea." 

" You expect me to believe that, — eh ? " growled 
Thor. 

"If I could believe you understood it, dear old 
sceptic ! " returned Balder, with afTectionate irreverence, 
throwing his arm across his father's broad shoulders. 
" I say that every soid of riglit ca^xicity, living for 
culture, and hot afraid of itself, will at last reach that 
highest point. It is the sublime goal of man, and no 
human life is complete unless in gaining it Many 
fail, but not all. I will not! No, I am not blas- 
plicmous ; I think life witliout definite aim not worth 
having ; and tliat aim, the highest conceivable,** 

Tlior, having stared in silence at his descendant, 
came out with a stentorian Viking laugh, which Bolder 
sustained with perfect good-humor. 

"IIo, ho! — the devil is in you, son I — in tlioso 
black eyes of yours, — ho, ho ! No other Ilclwj'so 
ever had such eyes, — or such ideas either I Well, 
but supposing you passed the condensation x>oint^ 
what then?" 

Balder, who was entirely in earnest about the mat- 
ter, answered gravely, — 

" I cease to be ; but what was I becomes the pure, 
life-giving, spiritual substance, and enters into fresh 
personalities, and so passes up again in endless cir- 
culation." 
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"Hum! and how with the evil onea, boy?" 

" As witU all waste matter ; they arc cast oaitle, and, 
OS distinct souls, are gradually aimiliilateiL But tjiey 
may still inaDure the soil, and involuntarily help the 
growth of others. Sooner or later, in one or anotlier 
fono, all come into use." 

** For all 1 see, then," quoth Thor, " your devils come 
to the same end as your gods I " 

•• There is the same kind of difference," returned tlic 
philosopher, " as lictween liylit and earth, — both of 
wliich help the growth of flowers; but light gives 
color and beauty, eartli only the insipid matter. I 
would rather be the light." 

"AnotJier tiling," proceeded Tlior, ignoring this dis- 
tinctioD ; " admitting all else, how do you account for 
your region of condensation ! " 

"By the necessity of perfection," answered Balder, 
after some consideratioa " There would be no mean- 
ing in existence unless it tended towards perfection. 
But you have hit on the unanswerable question." 

Thor shook bis head and huge grizzled beard. 
"German Univereity hnmbngl" growled he. "Get 
yon into a scrape some day. The cloud 's not made 
in that way, I tell you I Come, let's go back to tlie 

"Take my arm," said Balder; and as together they 
descended the spur of tlie mountain, lie added lovingly. 
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"I'll bring no clouds across your sky^ my dear old 
maul" So the hospitable inn received them. 

The discussion between the two was never renewed ; 
but Balder held to his creed. He elaborated aud forti- 
fied what had been mere outline before. No dogma 
can be conceived which many circumstances will not 
seem to confirm and justify. But we cannot attempt 
to keep abreast of Balder*s deductions. There are as 
many theological systems as individual souls ; and no 
system can be wholly apprehended by any one save its 
author. 

Mastery of men and things, — supreme knowledge 
to tlic end of supreme power, — such seems to Lave 
been his ambition, — an ambition too abstract and 
lofty for much rivalry. Nature and human nature 
were at once his laboratory and his instruments. Ilia 
senses were to him outlets of divinity. Tlie good and 
evil of such a scheme scarce need pointing out It 
was the apotheosis of self-respect; but self-respeqt 
raised to such a height becomes self-worship; hu- 
man vision dazzles at the sublimity of the prospect; 
at the moment of greatest weakness the soul arrogates 
invincible power, and falls I For, the mightier man is, 
the more absolutely does he need the support of a 
mightier Man than he can ever be. 

No doubt Balder had often been assailed by doubts 
and weariness ; the patli had seemed too long and 
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mrdaoos, and he had secretly pined for some swifb 
issue from perplexity and delay. In such a moment 
was it that the voice of darkness gained his ear, and, 
like a wilI-o*-the-wisp, lured him to calamity. Verily, 
it is not easy to be God. Only builders of the Tower 
of Babel know the awfulness of its overthrow. 

Balder^s spirit lay prostrate among the ruins, too 
stunned and bewildered to see the reason or justice of 
his falL Such a state is dangerous, for, the better 
port of the mind being either occupied with its dis* 
aster or stupefied by it, the superficial part is readily 
moved to folly or extravagance, — to deeds and 
thoughts which a saner moment would scout and 
ridicule. Well is it, then, if the blind steps are 
guided to better foothold than they know how to 
choose. Angels are said to be particularly watchful 
over those who sleep ; perhaps, also, during the dark- 
which follows on moral perversion. 



XV. 



CHARON'S FERRY. 

AFTER lying motionless for half an hour, Balder 
suddenly sat upright and settled his hat on Iiis 
head. A new puq>ose had come to him which, arriv- 
iiig later than it might have done, made him wish to 
act upon it ^vithout delay. 

Tlie old mariner had by this time bailed out his 
boat, and, having shipped a mast in the forward thwart^ 
was dro])ping down streanL As he neared the promon- 
tory Balder hailed him : — 

" IIuUo ! skipper, take me across ? " 

The skipper, without replying, steered shorowards, 
tlie other clambering down the rock to meet him. 
After a brief parley, during which the old fellow 
closely scrutinized his intending passenger from head 
to foot, a bargain was struck, and they put forth, 
tacking diagonally across stream. For Balder, having 
charged his ima^qnation with castles, warlike chief- 
tains, and beautiful princesses, had finally arrived at 
the conclusion that the stone house was an enchanter's 

castle; the figure he had seen, an imprisoned lady; 
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liimself, a kniylit-errant bound to rescue lier and give 
tlie wicked enchanter liis cleaerta. This idea jiossessed 
bis brain for the niomeut more vividly than do realities 
xnost men. The plumed helmet was on his head, he 
glittered with shining arms and sword, his heart 
-warmed and throbbed with visions of conflict and bold 
emprise. Tlie eommonplaco assumed an asjicct of 
grandeur and inagni6ccnce in harmony with his chiv- 
alric mania. The leaky craft in which lie sat became 
a majestic barge ; the skipper, some wrinkled Cliarun 
Trbo doulitiess had ferried many a brave kni^lit lo bis 
death beneath yonder castle's walla That seeming 
birch-stump on tlie farther shore was the castle cliam- 
pioD, armed cap-a-pie in silver harness and ready with 
drawD Bword to do battle against all comers. Tiim tlio 
sail, ferryman, and steer thy skilfullest ! 

Tlie kind of insanity which sees in outward mani- 
festation the fantasies of the mind is an affection in- 
cident at times to every one. An artist sees beauties in 
a landscape, an artisan in pulleys and levers, and either 
may be so far insane in the eyes of tlie other. Nature 
discovers gnmdeur, beauty, or truth according as the 
qaality abides in the seer. In this view Balder or Don 
Quizot« was no more insane than other people. Their 
eyes bore true witness to what was in their minds, and 
the sanest eyes can do no more. Their minds were, per- 
haps, out of focus ; but who can cast the first stone 1 



I 

CHAROK^S FEBRY. 155 

The skipper, when not masquerading as Cliaron, \ra8 
a lean, brown, and wrinkled old salt, ueitlier complete 
nor clean of garb, and bulging as to one lank cheek 
with a quid of tobacco. At first he sat silent^ dividing 
his attention between the conduct of bis boat and hia 
passenger. 

''Whereabouts will yer land, Captain!'* he asked 
when they were foirly under way. 

"Wherever there is a path upwarda Who is the 
owner of the castle ? " 

" The castle ? Well, there ain't many rightly knows 
just what liis name is," answered Charon, cocking his 
gray eye rather quizzically. "Some says one thing, 
some aiiotlier. I have heard tell ho was Davy Jones 
himself!" 

" Have you ever seen him 7 " 

"Well, I don't know; I Ve seen something tliat 
might have been him ; but there 's no telling I he can 
fix himself up to look like pretty much anything, they 
say. There ain't many calls up to the castle, any- 
way." 

" A\niy not ? " 

" Well, there 's a big wall all around the place, for 
one thing, and never a gate in it ; so without yer dives 
under ground cand up again, there don't seem no easy 
way of getting in." 

" Does the owner never come out, then ! " 
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"■Well, lie can get out, I expect, when he ivimU to," 
rcpUeJ the WTiiiklcd liuiuoriet, witii a weattici-ljcntuii 
grin. " TI107 ilo say he whips olT on a broomstick 
about once a month nnd steers for l>os-ton!" liia 
fashion of utterance was a Iciaurcl^ sinjj-song, like the 
roll of a vessel anchored in a gronnd-swell. 

"Wliy docs he go there ? " demanded Prince Dahlor, 
with the air of finding nothing extravagant or iinproha- 
l>le in the sailor's yarn. Tlic latter (n little doubting 
■whether his interlocutor were a siniplotou or a "deep 
one ") answered, after a moment's pause, — to replenish 
his imagination perhaps, — 

"Willi, in conrso, I knows nothing what lie does; 
but tlicy do say he coasts around to all tlic ho-tels and 
overhauls the log. Ilo 'b been laying for some one lliis 
twenty year. Jly idea, it 's alxiut timchehiulc^l him t" 

"WHmt docs ho want with him 1 " 

"WeU, yer see, wliat folks say is, this cliap )md 
played some game or other olT on Davy; so Havy ho 
pots a rod in picklo and vows he 'd bo even with the 
chap, yet 

"Yersce, — 111 tell yer," continued Charon, lean- 
ing forwnnl on his knee and speaking confidentially; 
"just as this chap was putting olT, — with some of 
Da\y8 helonginge, likely, — Davy np and cuts a slice 
of flesh and blood ofT hiin. "Well, lie takes this slice 
and fixes it np one wiiy or another, and makes a witcli 



CHARON'S FERRY. 157 

out of it, — liantlsomo as she can be, — cnoiigli to draw 
a chap's heart right out tlirough his jacket Now, 
bluing as she *s his own flesh and blood, d' ycr sec, this 
cliap I *m telling yer on 's bound to come back after 
her afore lie dies. Well, soon as Davy gets hold on 
him, he ups witli him to the l)lace yonder and outs 
with the witch. ' Ilei-e yer ai-e, my dear friend T says 
he (as civil as may be), * here 's yer own flesh and 
blood a-waiting for yer 1 ' Well, the chap grabs for her, 
and once he touches her there ain't no letting go no 
more. Off she sUuts on her bnximstick, he along 1k3- 
hind, till tliey gets over Ilell gate — " Charon clieckcd 
himself, made an ominous downward gesture with his 
right forefinger, and emphasized it by spitting solemnly 
to leeward. 

"Did you ever meet him, — this man?" asked 
Ilelwyse, rousing himself from a brown study and 
looking Charon in the eyes. 

" Well, now, I could n't tell for certain as I ever met 
him," replied the other, returning the look with an odd 
wrinkling of the features. "But it's nigh on twenty 
year that I fetched a man across this very spot, and 
back again in the evening, that might have been liim. 
Lcastwnvs, he was the la.st cjiller ever I took over to 
that house." 

**I am the first since he — eh?" 

" Well, ycr are ; and. Captain, — no offence to yon, — 
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but allowing for a lot of Iiair lie had, he was like enough 
to you to be yer twin brother I " 

" Or even myself ! So Davy Jones goes by tlie name 
of Doctor Glyphic in these parts, does he ? " said Balder, 
witli a sudden, incisive smile, which almost cut through 
tlie old fcrrymnn's self-possession. The boat at the 
same moment glided iuto a little cove, and the passenger 
jumped ashore. Charon stood deferentially touching 
his wcatlier-stained hat, too much mystified to speak. 
But the fare which Uelwysc handed him restored liis 
voice. 

" Tliank yer, Captain, — thank ycr kindly 1 — hope no 
offence, Captain, — a chap picks up a deal of gossip in 
twenty year, and — " 

•■ No offence in the world I " cried Helwyse ; " I take 
yon for a powerful enchanter, who seems to steer one 
way, when he is in fact taking his passenger in another. 
■Where are you hound ? " 

"Well, I was dropping down a bit to see if the 
schooner ain't around yet She'd ouglit to be in by 
now, if nothing oiu't nitmed into her in tlie fog." 

Helwyse paused a moment, eying Charon sharply. 
"The schooner 'Resurrection,'" he began, and, seeing he 
had hit the mark, continued, " was run into last night 
OQ Long Island Sound, and had her bowsprit carried 
away. But no serious damage was done, and she '11 be 
in by night, if the wind holds." 
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"With this he bade the awe-stricken old yam-spinncr 
fai-cwell, and,witli secret laughter at his bewilderment, 
turned to the narrow zigzag path that climbed the bank, 
I>assing the birch-stump champion without a glance of 
recognition. A few vigorous minutes brought him to 
the summit, whence, facing round, he saw tlie brood 
river crawl beneath liini ; the little boat, with Clioron 
in the stern, drift doNvnwards ; and beyond, the vrhole 
rough Icngtli of Manhattan Island. 

A few days before Tlior Ilelwj'se's departure for 
Europe (some four years after his wife's death) he had 
left a certain little boy and girl in charge of the nurse, 

— a woman in whose faithfulness he placed the utmost 
confidence, — and had crossed from Brooklyn to New 
Jersey, to say good by to Brother Iliero. Ilctuming 
at night he found one of the children — his son Balder 

— locked up in the nursery ; tlie nurse and the little 
girl had disappeared, nor did Thor again set eyes on 
either of them. 

Balder, as he grew up, often questioned Iiis father 
concerning various events which had liappencd beyond 
the reach of his childish memory; and among other 
stories, no doubt this of the farewell visit to Undo 
Glyphic had been often told with all tlio details. By 
no mimcle, therefore, but simply by an acute mental 
process, associating together time, place, and description, 
was Balder enabled so to dumfounder old Charon. 
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EmlxirVing on a iiliantotii qwest. Lis Lmiii full of 
wliimsical visions, Balder had tliiis unexpectedly 
stepped into tlic path of Itis Ic^'itiinntc alTair. TIio 
accident (for no better reason tlinii tlint it was Biicli) 
inspired Iiiin with a supcilicial cheerful iiess. lie had 
landed some distance helow his uncle G1}']iliic's house, 
— fors'ich indeed it vas, — and ho now took liis way 
towards it through trcca and underbnish. It was so 
sitiiAtixl, and so tliickly suiToiinde<l with foliage, as to 
be visible from no jmint in the vicinity. Had tho site 
been chosen with a view to concealment, the builder 
could not have succeeded better. Itcnienibering the 
eccentricity of his uncle's character, as portrayed in 
many an anecdote, Balder would not ha\'e been sur- 
prised to find hiin liviii*^ under ground, or in a pymniid. 

On arriving at the wall whcrt^of the ferryman had 
told him, he found it a truly formidable affnir, soma 
twelve feet high and built of brick. To scale it without 
s ladder was impossible; but Balder, never doubting 
tliat there was a gata - somewhere, set out in search 
of it 

It was tiresome Tralking over the uneven ground 
and through obstructing bushes, branches, and stumps. 
. Tlie tall brick barrier seemed as interminable as nn- 
Lrokeo. How many houses, tlionght Balder, miglit 
have been built from the material thus wasted! If 
ever he came into possession of the place, he resolved 
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to present tlic brick to his friciul Cliaron, that ho 
iiiij,'ht rei>lacc his wooden shanty with something nioro 
durable and convenient, and perhai>s biiikl a dock for 
the schooner " Eesurrection " to lie in. It must have 
taken a fortune to put up such a wall ; wcixj the en- 
closure proportionally valuable, it was worth while 
crossing the ocean to see it. Still more wall I fully a 
mile of it already, and yet further it rambled on 
through leafy thickets. But no signs of a gate I 

" I believe the Devil really does live hero I " ex- 
claimed Balder, in impatient heat ; *' and the only way 
in or out is on a broomstick, — or by diving under 
ground, as Charon said I " 

Stumbling onwaixls awhile farther, he suddenly camo 
again upon the river-bank, having skirted the wholo 
lengtli of the wall. There was actually no getting in I 
The castle was impregnable. 

Ilclwyse sat down at the foot of a birch-treo wliick 
grew a few yards from the wall. 

" IIow does my uncle manage about his butcher and 
baker, I wonder ! He might at least have pro\ ided a 
derrick for victualling his stix)nghold. Perhaps lio 
hauls up provisions by ropes over the face of the clifT. 
Xo doubt, Charon knew about it Shall I go down 
and look ? " 

It was provoking — having come so far to call on a 
relative — to be put off with a mile or two of brick 
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wall Tlie gate must have been walled up since liis 
father's time, for Thor had never meuUoneil any defi- 
ciency in that respect. But Balder's dcteniiinatioii 
was piqued, — not to mention his curiosity. Had the 
path from Jlr. MocGentlo'a office to Doctor Glypliic's 
door bccii stmight and unoTistructed, the young man 
might have wandered aside and never reached the end. 
As it was, he was goaded into the resolution to sec his 
uncle at all hazards. An additional spur was the 
thought of the gracious apparition which he had seen 
— or dreamt- he saw — from the farther bank. AVas 
she indeed but an apparition? — or the single reality 
amidst the throng of fantasies evoked by his over- 
wrought mind ? — beaconing him through misty errors 
to a fate better tlmn lie knew I In all seriousness, who 
could she be ? Had Doctor Glyphic crowned his eccen- 
tricities by marrying, and begetting a daughter? 

These speculations were interrupted by the clear, 
joyous note of a bird, just above Balder's Iiead. It 
was such a note as might have been uttered by a pam- 
disical cuckoo with the breath of a brigliter woHd 
iu his throat Looking up, ho saw a beautiful little 
fowl perched on the topmost twig of the birch-tree. It 
Iiad a slender bill, and on its head a crest of splendid 
feathers, which it set up at Daldcr in a most cociuettisli 
manner. Tlie next moment it flew over the wall, and 
from the farther side warbled an invitation to follow. 
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Although he could not fly, Balder reflected that he 
could climb, and that the top of the tree would show 
him more than he could see now. The birch looked 
tolerably climbable and was amply high ; as to tough* 
ness, lie thought not about it. Beneath what frivolous 
disguises does destiny mask her approach I Discretion 
is a virtue ; yet, had Balder been discreet enough to 
examine the tree before getting into it, the ultimate 
consequences are incalculable ! 

As it was (and marvelling why he had not thought of 
doing it before) he set stoutly to work, and, despite his 
jack-boots, was soon among the upper branches. The 
bircli trembled and groaned unheeded. The bird (an 
Egyptian bird, — a hoopoe, — descendant of a pair 
brouglit by Doctor Glyi)hic from the Nile a quarter of a 
century ago), — the hoopoe was fluttering and warbling 
and setting its brilliant cap at the young man more cap- 
tivatingly tlian ever. A glance over the enclosure showed 
a beautifully fertile and luxurious expanse, damasked 
with soft green grass and studded with flowers and 
trees. A few hundred yards away billowed the white 
tojis of an apple-orchard in full bloom. Southward, 
half seen through boughs and leaves, rose an anom- 
alous structure of brick, glass, and stone, which could 
only be the famous house on whose design and decora- 
tion old Ilicro Olyphic had spent years and fortunes. 

The tract was like an oasis in a forbidding land. 
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Tlie soil liad none of tlic sandy and clayey consistency 
peculiar to New Jersey, but was deep and rich as an 
Eiiyliah valley. The sunshine rested more warmly and 
mellowly here than elsewhere. The southern breeze 
-acquired a tropical flavor in loitering across it Tiiu 
hoopoe had seemed out of place on the hither side the 
wall, but now looked as much at home as though tlio 
Hudson had been the Kile indeed. 

"My uncle," said Balder to himself, as he swayed 
among the branches of his birch-tree, "lias really suc- 
ceeded very well in transporting a piece of Egypt to 
America. Were 1 on the other side of the wall, no 
doubt I might appreciate it also ! " 

Tlie hoopoe responded encouragingly, the tree 
cmcked, and Balder felt with dismay that it was 
totterbg beneath him. Tliere was no time to climb 
down again. With a dismal croak, the faithless biroli 
leaned slowly through the air. There was nothing to 
be done but to go with it ; ' and Balder, even as he 
descended, was able to imagine how absurd he must 
appear. The tree fell, but was intercepted at half its 
height by the top of the waE The upper half of the 
stem, with its human fruit still attached to it, bent 
bow-like towards the earth, the trunk not being quite 
separated from the root. 

Helwyse had thus far managed to keep his presence 
of mind, and now, glancing downwards, be saw the 
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ground not eight feet below. lie loosed his hold, and 
tlic next instant stood in the soft grass. The birch 
had been his broomstick. ^leanwhile the hoopoo, with 
a triinnphaut note, flew off towards the house to tcU 
the news. 
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LEGEND AND CHRONICLE. 

HIERO GLYTHIC'S houao came not into tlio 
woild complete at a birtli, but was tlie result 
of an irregular growth, progressing tlirough many 
years. Originally a single-gabled edifice, its only pecu- 
liarity liad been tliat it was brick instead of wooden. 
Here, red and unomamcnted as tho house itself, the 
future Egyptologist was born. TIiq pnrallel between 
him and his dwelling was maintained more or less 
closely to the end. 

He was tlie first pledge of aflcction between his 
mother and father, and tlie last also ; for shortly after 
his advent the latter parent, a retired undertaker by 
profession, failed from this world. The widow was 
much younger than her husband, and handsome to 
boot Nevertheless, several years passed before she 
married again. Her second lord was likewise elderly, 
but differed from tlie first in being enormously wealthy. 
The issue of this union was a daughter, tlie Helen of 
our story, a pretty, dark-eyed little thing, petted and 
indulged by all tho family, and reigning undisputed 
orer alL 
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^leaiiwhile the old brick house liad been deserted, Mrs. 
Glyphic having accompanied her second husband to his 
sumptuous residence in Brooklyn. But in process of 
time Ilicro (or, as he was then called, Henry) took it into 
his head to return to the original family mansion and 
live there. No objection was made ; in truth, Henry's 
oddities, awkwardnesses, and propensity to dabble in 
queer branches of research and exj^eriment may have 
Allayed the parting pangs. Back he blundered, there- 
fore, to the banks of the Hudson, and established him- 
self in his birthplace. What he did there during the 
next few years will never be known. Grisly stories 
about the man in the brick house were current among 
tlie countiy people. A devil . was said to be his 
familiar friend ; nay, it M*as whispered that he himself 
was the arch-fiend I But nothing positively super- 
natural, or even unholy, was ever proved to have taken 
place. The recluse had the command of as much 
money as he could spend, and no doubt ho wrouglit 
with it miracles beyond the vulgar comprehension. 
His mind had no more real depth than a looking-glass 
with a crack in it, and its images were disjointed and 
confused. There are many such men, but fdw possess 
unlimited means of carrying their crack-brained fancies 
into fact. 

During this — which may be called the second — 
period of Glyphic's career, he made several anomalous 
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addiUona to tlio hsick lioiise, nil after designs of In's 
own. IIo moreover fiimislicil it Kiiew tlironyliout, in a 
manner that mndo the ii[>liolstcrcrs eturo. Eacli room 
— 80 reads the legend — was fitted up in the etylc of a 
difTerenb country, according to Glyjihic's notion of it! 
He was said to live in one njisirtnient or another ac- 
cording as it was liis wliini to !« Spaniniil, Turk, IIvis- 
sian, Hindoo, or Cliinanmn. He also nppliud IiiniHelf 
to gardening, and enclosed sc\en Immhoil acres of 
ground ailjoining the house with a iiicket-fenco, fure- 
runner of the famous hrick wall Tlic whole tract Avrus 
dug out and manured to the depth of many fuct, till 
it was by far the most fertile spot in the State. Tlie 
larger trees were not disturbed, hut tlio lesser were 
forced to give ]>lace to new and raro iniiiortations from 
foreign countries. Gorgeous ■were the hosts of flowers, 
like banks of sunset clouds; the lawns showed tho 
finest turf out of England ; there was a kitchen-garden 
rich and big enough to feed an army of epicures all 
their lives. In short, the place was a conceutrated 
extract of the world nt large, where one might at the 
eaine momcut be a rechise and a cosmopolitan. Here 
might one live independent of- the world, yet sipping 
th« cream thereof; and might jjersuade himself that all 
"beyond these seven hundred enchanted acres was but a 
diffused reflection of the concrete existence between 
Uie cliff and the fence. 
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r»iit to this second period succeeded finally tlie third, 
— that which witnessed the birth and gi'owth of tlio 
Ei^yptian mania. Ais natal moment has not been pre- 
cisely detcrminev; perhaps it was a gradual accretion. 
Jlr. Glyphic's relatives in Brooklyn were one day 
electrified by tlie news that the quondam Henry — 
now Iliero — ])urposed instant departure for Europe 
and Ej^7pt. Before starting, however, ho built the 
brick wall round liis estate, shutting it out forever 
from human eyes. Then he vanished, and for uiiio 
ycai's was seen no more. 

His return was hemlded by tlie arrival at the port 
of Xcw York of a mountain of freight, described in the 
invoice as the property of Doctor Iliero Glyphic of 
New Jersey. The boxes, as they 8too<l piled together 
on tlie wharf, might have furnished timber sufHcient to 
build a town. They contained the fmits of Doctor 
Glyi)hic'8 antiquarian researches. 

The Doctor liimsclf — wliere ho picked up lii.s 
learned title is unknown — was accomjianicd by a 
slender, swarthy young factotum who answennl to the 
name of JIanetho. He was introduced to the Brook- 
lyn relatives as the pupil, assistant, and adopted son 
of Iliero Glyphic. The latter, physically broadened, 
browned, and thickened by his travels, was intellectu- 
ally the same good-natured, fussy, flighty original as 
ever ; shallow, enthusiastic, incoherent, enei^etia 
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He and bis adopted son shut tliemsclves up licliiinl 
tlia trick wall; but it soon transpired that extensive 
additions were making to tlic old lifliisc, ISeyotid tliia 
elementary fact conjecture Iiad tVJ field to itself. 
Both architccta and builders were impoi-ted from 
another State and snora to secrecy, while tlic high wall 
and the hedge of trees baflled prying eyes. Quantities 
of red granite and many blocks of precious marbles 
were tinderatood to be using in the work, The opinion 
gained that such an Oriental palace was building oa 
never had been seen outside an Arabian fairj'-tale. 

By and by the work was done, the workmen disai>- 
peared. But whoever hoped that now the mystery 
would be revealed, and the Oriented palace ho mode the 
scene of a gorgeous house-warming, was disappointed. 
The dwellers behind tlie wall emerged not from their 
seclusion, nor were others invited to relieve it. Tn due 
course of time Doctor Glyphic's worthy step-father dietl. 
The widow and her daughter continued to live in 
Brooklyn until the former's death, which took place a 
few years afterwards. Then Helen came to her brother, 
and the Brooklyn house was put under lock and key, 
and so remained till Helen's marriage, when it was set 
in order for the bridal pair. But Tlior's wife died aa 
tboy were on the point of moving thither, and he sold 
it fuur years later and left America forever. 

After his departure less was known than before of 
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how things went on behind the brick walL Tlie gate- 
way was filled in with masonry. No one was ever seen 
entering the enclosure or leaving it; thougli it waa 
supposed that, somehow or other, communication was 
occasionally had with the outside world. As knowl- 
edge dwindled, legend grew, and wild were the tales 
told of the invisible Doctor and his foster-son. In his 
youth, the former had been suspected of simple witch- 
cmft, but he was not let off so easily now. Monetho 
was first dubbed a genie whom the Doctor had brought 
out of Egypt. Aftenvards it was hinted that these two 
worthies were in fact one and the same demon, who 
by some infernal jugglery was able to appear twain 
during the daytime, but resumed his proper shape at 
niglit, and cut up all manner of unholy capers. 

By another version. Doctor Glyphic died in Egypt, 
not before bargaining with the Prince of Darkness that 
his body should retum*home in charge of a condemned 
soul under the guise of llanetho. During the day, 
aflirnicd these theorists, the body was. inspired by tlie 
soul with phantom life; but became a mummy at 
niglit, when the condemned soul suffered torments till 
morning. With sunrise the ghastly drama began anew. 
This state of things must continue until the sun shone 
all night long within the brick wall enclosure. 

A third, more moderate account is tliat to which we 
have alix^ady listened from Charon's lips. And he per- 
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hap3 built on n bi-oadcr bnais of truth than did tlie 
otlier yam-spin n era. But under whatever form the 
legend appeared, tlierc was always mingled with it a 
vaguely mysterious whisper relating to tlio alleged 
presence in the Doctor's Den (so the enclosure was 
nicknamed) of an apparition iii female form. ^Vliat 
OT whence she was no one pret€n(led solterly to con- 
jecture. Even her personal nsjwct was the subject of 
Tehemcnt dispute ; some maintaining her to be of more 
than human beauty, white others swore by their heads 
that she was so hideous firo would not burn her I 
These daoiued her for a malignant witch ; those upheld 
her as a heavenly angel, urged by love divine to expi- 
ate, through voluntary suffering, the nameless crimes 
of the demoniac Doctor. But unless tlie redemption 
vere effected within a certain time, she must be swal- 
lowed up with him in common destruction. Were the 
how and wherefore of tliese alternatives called in ques- 
tion, the answer was a wise shake of the head I 

The gentle reader will believe no one of the fantastic 
legends here recorded ; possibly they were not believed 
by their very fabricators. They are useful only as 
tending to show the moral atmosphere of the house 
and it« occupants, lliere is sometimes a subtile sym- 
bolic element inwoven with such tales, which — though 
not the truth — helps us to apprehend the truth when 
we come^ know it Moreover, the fanciful parts of 
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history arc to tlio facts as clouds to a land8cai>e; a 
picture is incomplete without them ; they aid in bring- 
ing out the distances, and cast lights and shadows over 
tracts else harsh and bare- 
Beyond what lie liad gathered from the ancient 
mariner, Balder Helwyse knew nothing of these fear- 
ful fables. This perhaps accounted for the bbldness 
wherewith he pursued his way towards the mysterious 
liouse, following in the airy wake of the clear-throated 
little hoopoe. 
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TIIE ground-plan of the house ^ras like a capital 
H placed endwise towards the rivor. The iioith- 
em side consisted of tlio original hrick building and 
the additions of the second period ; the southern was 
that atone edifice wliicli so few persons had been lucky 
enough to sea Tlie centre or cross-piece comprised 
the grand eutrance-hall and staircase, heavily panelled 
■with dark oak, and the floor Sagged with squares of 
Llack and white marbles. 

This eutrance-hall opened eastward into a generous 
conservatory, filling the whole square court between 
the wings at that end. Tlie corresponding western 
court was devoted to the roomy portico. Two or 
three broad steps mounted to a balcony twenty feet 
deep and nearly twice as wide, protected by a lofty 
roof supported on slender Moorish columns. Cross- 
iog this, one came to the liuU-door, likewise Moorish 
in arch and ornamentation. Considered room by room 
and part by part, tlie house was good and often beau- 
tiful ; taken as a whole, it was the craziest amalga- 
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mation of incongruities ever conceived by human 
braiiL 

Balder, approacliing from the north, trod enjoyingly 
the silken grass. No misgiving had he; his uncle 
Nvould hardly be from home, nor would ho bo apt to 
discredit his nephew's identity. His face had already 
been evidence to more than one former knower of 
his father, and why not also to his uncle ? 

The house was more than half a mile in a direct 
line from the birch-tree, and presented an imposing 
appearance ; but on drawing near, the odd architectural 
discrepancies became noticeabla Side by side with 
the prosy Americanism of the northern wing, sprang 
gracefully the Moorish columns of the portico ; bo- 
yond, uprose in massive granite, quaintly inscribed 
and carved, and strengthened by heavy pilasters, tho 
ponderous Egyptian features of the southern portion. 
Tho latter was neither storied nor windowed, and, as 
Daldcr conjectured, probably contained but a single 
vast room, lighted from within. 

llcanwhile there were no signs of an inhabitant^ 
cither in the house or out of it It wore in parts an 
air of emptiness and neglect, not exactly as though 
gone to seed, but as if little human love and care liad 
been expended there. Tlie deep-set windows of the 
brick wing, like the sunken eyes of an old woman, 
peered at the visitor with dusky forlomness. Londj 
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and stern on tlie other side stood the E;:yptii»n pilns- 
tcra, aa though luiiiseil to the eye of man ; the hiero- 
glyphics along the cornice intensified tlie impression 
of desertion. As the young man set foot l«nent]i the 
jtortico, he hud a. hand on one of the slender pilltirs, 
to assure himself llmt it was real, and not a vision. 
Cool, solid marhle met Iiis gmsp ; the bnilditig did not 
vanish in a peal of thunder, with an echo of demoniac 
laughter. Yes, all was real I 

But the stillness was impiissivc, nnd Kalder stnick 
the pillar slmridy with his jtalm, mci"ely for the sake 
of hearing a noise. There was no answering sound, 
BO, ahei a moment's hesitation, he walked to the door, 
— which stood ajar, — purposing to call in the aid of 
bell and knocker. Neither of these civilized appliances 
was to be found. While debating whether to use 
liis voice or to enter and use his eyes, the note of the 
lioopoe fell on his car. An instant after came an 
answering note, deeper, sweeter, and stronger, — it 
thrilled to Caldcr's heart, bringing to his mind, by 
some subtile process, the goddess of the cliff. 

lie crossed the oak-panclled hall (where the essence 
.of meiliKval England lingered) and came to the tliresli- 
old of the consenatory. It was a scene confusedly 
beautiful. Tlie air, aa it touched his face, was tropi- 
cally warm and indolent with voluptuous fragrance of 
floweiB and planta. Luxuriant shnihs, with broad- 
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drooping leaves, stood motionless in the heat Two 
palm-trees uplifted their heavy plumes forty feet aloft^ 
on slender stalks, brushing the high glass roof. In 
the midst of the conservatory a pool slumbered be- 
tween rocky margins, overgrown with a profusion of 
ixjcds, grasses, and water-plants. Tliere floated the 
giant leaves and blossoms of the tropic water-lily; 
and on a fragment of rock rising above the surface 
dozed a small crocodile, not more than four feet long, 
but looking as old, dried up, and coldly cruel as sin 
iUelf ! 

The place looked like an Indian jungle, and Balder 
half expected to see the glancing spots of a tiger 
crouching beneath the overarching leaves ; or a naked 
savage with bow and arrows. But amid all this vege- 
table luxuriance appeared no human being, — no ani- 
mal save the evil crocodile. Whence, then, tliat . 
melodious voice, — clear essence of nature's sweetest' 
utterances ? 

At the left of the conservatory was a door, tlie en- 
trance to the Egyptian temple. It was square and 
heavy-browed, flanked by short thick columns rising 
from a base of sculptured i)apyrus-leaves, and flower- 
ing in lotus capitals. Tliree marble steps led to the 
threshold, while on either side reclined a sphinx in 
polished granite, softened, however, by a delicate flower- 
ing vine, which liad been trained to cling round their 
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necks. On llio deep ponels of the door were mystic 
emblema carved in relief. A line of hieroglypliics in- 
scribed the. lintel in deep blue, red, and black, — to 
what purport Balder could not divine. 

At the opposite side of the conservatory vaa a cor- 
responding door, veiled by an ample fold of silken 
tapeatiy, cunningly hand-worked in representation of a 
moon half veiled in clouds, shining athwart a stormy 
aea. By her light a laboring ship was warned off the 
n>cks to leeward, The room (one of the later addi- 
tiona) by jta external promise might hove been tJie 
bower of some fashionable beauty thousands of years 
ago. 

Balder looked from one of these doors to the other, 
doubting at which to apply. The tipcstry curtain was 
swept aside at the base, leaving a small passage clear 
to the room beyond. In tliis opening now appeared tlio 
bright-crested head and eyes of the hoopoe, peeping 
mischievously at the intruder, who forthwith stepped 
down into the conservatoiy, holding forth to tlie little 
biid B friendly finger. The bird eyed him critically, 
tbeo lauDched itself on the air, and, alighting on a 
Bpmy above hia head, warbled out a brilliant call 

Hereupon was heard within a quick rustling move- 
ment; the curtain was thnist aside, and a youthful 
woman issued forth amongst the warm plants. She 
was within a few feet of Bolder Helwyse before seem- 
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ing to Idolize bis prcsenca She caught herself motion- 
less in an instant The sparkle of laughter in her eyes 
sank in a black depth of wonder. Her eyes filled 
themselves with Balder as a lake is filled with sun- 
shine ; and he, the man of the world and philosopher, 
could only return her gaze in voiceless admiratiou. 

Were a face and form of primal perfection to appear 
among men, might not its divine originality repel an 
ordinary observer, used to consider beautiful such abor- 
tions of tlie Creator*6 design as sin and degeneration 
have produced ? Not easily can one imagine what a 
real man or woman would look like. Painting nor 
sculpture can teach us ; we must learn, if at all, from 
living, electric flesh and blood. 

This young woman was tall and erect with youthful 
majesty. She stood like the rejoicing upgusli of a 
living fountain. Her contour was subtile with womanly 
power, — suggesting the spring of the panther, the glide 
of the serpent. Warm she seemed from the bosom of 
nature. One felt from her the influence of trees, the 
calm of meadows, the high fixjcdom of the blue air, the 
happiness of hills. She might have been the sister of 
tlie sun. 

The moulding finger of God seemed freshly to have 
touched her face. It was simple and harmonious as 
a chord of music, yet inexhaustible in its variety. It 
recalled no other face, yet might be seen in it tlie 
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gemis of a miglity nntion, tliat slimild begin from tier, 
and among a myriiid rescmLlances evolve no i>eifect 
duplicate. Ko angel's countenance, Wt warmest linmim 
clay, wliicli must uiulergo some change before reacliing 
Leaven. Tlie spliin.t, before the gloom of licr riddle 
bad dimmed ber primal joy, — Ijefore men vexed tlicni- 
selves to unravel (lod's weljs from witliout instead of 
from within, — might have looked thus; or such per- 
haps was Tsis in the first flush of her divinity, — fresh 
from Ilim who made her immortally young and fair. 

Her black hair was crowned with a low, compact 
turUui, — a purple ami while twist of Bomc fine cot- 
tony substance, striiwil with gold. Iiound her wide, 
low brow fitted a band of jewelled gold, three fingers' 
breadth, from which at each temple dejxinded a broad, 
flat chain of woven coral, following the margin of the 
checks and falling loose on the shoulders. A golden 
Bcrpent coiled round her smooth throat and drooped its 
head low down in her bosom. Her elastic feet, arched 
like a dolphin's back, were sandalled ; the bright-colored 
straps, crossing one another Imlf-way to the knee, set 
tiazzliugly off tlic clear, dusky whiteness of the skin. 

From her shoulders fell a long full robe of purple 
byssus, over an underdress of white which reached tlie 
knee. This tunic was confineil at the waist by a hun- 
dred-fold girdle, embroidered with rainbow flowers and 
fastened in a broad knot below tlie bosom, the low- 
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hanging ends licaAy with fringe The outer robe, with 
its long ilrooi)ing sleeves falling open at the elbow, was 
anii>lc enough wholly to envelop the figure, but was 
now girded up and one fold brought round and thrust 
bcMioalh the giixlle in fmnt, to give freedom of motion. 
A Hire i>crfunic emanated from her, like the evening 
breath of orange-blossoms. 

Dalder was no unworthy balance to this picture, 
though his else stately features showed too much the 
stimulus of modern tliought. lie was eminent by cul- 
ture; she by nature only. Eut Baldcr's culture had 
not grcatened him. Greatness is not of the brain, save 
as allied to the deep, i)ure choitls which thrill at the 
base of the human symphony. Ho might havo stood 
for our age; she, for that more primitive but pro- 
founder era which is at once man*s beginning and 
his goal. 

Lalder*s eyes could not frankly hold their own 
against her gaze of awful simplicity. All he had ever 
done amiss arose and put him to the blush. Neverthe- 
less, he would not admit his inferiority; instead of 
(hopping his eyes he closed the soul behind them, and 
sliari>cned them with a shallow, out-striking light 
Wiiliout understanding the change, she felt it and was 
troubled. Loftily majestic as were her form and fea- 
tures, she was feminine to the core, — tender and finely 
perceptive. The incisive masculine gaze abashed her. 
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She raised one band deprecatingly, nud lier lips moved, 
tliough witliout sound. 

He relented at this, and stnuglitway her expression 
ngnin shifted, and she smiled so mdiantly tliab Balder 
almost looked to see whence caino tiie light ! Tlio 
wundrous lines ot her face cun'cd and softened; all 
tliat was grave vanished. A tree standing in the solter 
hcauLy of shadow, when suddenly lit by tlie sun, 
changes as she changed ; for sunshine is the laughter 
of llie vorld. 

The smile refreshed her courage, for she came nearer 
and made a sideways movement with lier arm, appar- 
ently with the expectation that it would pass through 
tlie stalwart young man as readily as througli the air. 
On encQunteHng' solid substance, she drew startled 
back', half in alarm and wliolly in surprise. Balder 
had felt her touch, first as a benediction; then it 
chilled him, through remembrance of a deed for- 
ever debarring him from aught so pure and innocent 
aa she. The subtleties of his pbilosopliy might liave 
cajnletl lum anywhere save in Iter presence. Tliere. he 
fell unmistakably guilty ; yet from irrational dread that 
■he, wliose intuitions seemed so swift and deep, might 
grasp the cause of his discomposure, lie strove to hide 
it Lost of all the world should she know his crime I 

Scarce two minutes since their meeting, yet perliaps 
ft large proportion of their lives had meanwhile been 
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clmrmed away. No word had been spoken, — eyes liad 
suiHjrsedcd tongues. Xay, was ordinary couvcrsation 
l^ssible with a young goddess such as this ? So per- 
fect seemed her mastery over those profoundcr ele- 
ments of intercourse underlying speech, which are 
lii;:lier and more direct than the mechanism of aLTtic* 
uliilc words, that ^)erha^)s the hitter method was un- 
known U) her. 

Xeverthcless, one must say something. But wliat f 
— with what sentence of supreme significance should 
lie be^in ? Moreover, wliat language should he use t 
for she, whose look and bearing were so alien to the 
land and age, might likewise bo a stranger to modern 
dialects. Hut Ar}'an or Semitic was not precisely at 
the tij^of Balder's tongue I 

In the midst of his embarrassment, the startling 
note of the hoo^xx) pierced his ear, and precipitated 
him into asking that great elemental question wUicli 
all crciitcd things are forever putting to one aQotlier«— 

" What is your name ? " 
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THE HOOPOE AND THE CROCODILE 

* /^ NULE>[AH I ** she answered, laying a finger on 

\jr the head of her golden serpent, and uttering 
the name as though it were of the only woman in tlie 
world. 

But tlie next moment she found time to realize that 
•omctliing unprecedented liad occurred, and her wonder 
li«nbled on the brink of dismay. 

" Speaks in my language ! ** she exclaimed below her 
l^eath ; " but is not lliero ! " 

Until Haider's arrival, then, Hicro would seem to 
bare been tlie only talking animal she hod known. 
The singularity of this did not at first strike the young 
man. Gnulemah was the arch- wonder ; yet she so fully 
justified herself as to seem very nature ; and by dint of 
bor magic reality, what else had been wonderful seemed 
omturaL Balder was in fairy-land. 

lie fell easily into the fairy -land humor. 

" I am a being like yourself," said he, with a smile ; 
" mod not dumb like your plants and animals." 

* Understood t — answered I" exclaimed Gnulemah 
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again, in a tremor. As morning spreads up the Ay, 
dill the sweet blood flow outwanl to warm licr face and 
neck. As tlie blusli deeixsned, her eyelids fell, and sbo 
sliielded her beautifnl embarrassment with licr raised 
hands. A pathos in the simple grace of (Lis action 
drew tears unawares to Balder's eyes. 

Wliat was in her mind 7 what might she be ? Had 
she lived always in this enchanted six)t, coniiKinionlcss 
(for poor old Ilicro could scarcely servo her tuni) and 
ignorant i>erhaps that the world held other beings en- 
dowed like herself with human gifts? Had she vainly 
sought tliroughout nature for some kinship more in- 
timate than nature could yield her, and thus at length 
fancied licrself a unique, indei)endently crcatcii soul. 
iin]>oriul over all things ? Since her whole world vas 
comprised Wtween the wall and the river, no doubt she 
heliovod tlie reality of things extended no further. 

In Haider she had found a creature like, yet pleas- 
ingly unlike herself, ]»a1i)al>le to feeling as to sights and 
gified with that articulate utterance which till now siio 
had accounted her almost i>eculiar faculty. Delightful 
miglit be the discovery, but awesome too, frightening 
hoT Kick by its very tendency to dmw her foni'anL 

Wlietlier or not tliis were the solution of Gnuleuiah's 
mystery, Ualder Recognized quiet to l>e his cue tuu-ards 
lier. rrt»l>ably he coidd not do better than to get tlio 
ear of Doctor lliero, and establish himself upon a 
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footing more conventional than the present one. His 
next step accordingly was to ask after him by name. 

She peeped at the questioner between lier fingers, 
but ventured not quite to emerge from beliind then), 
as she answered, — her primary attempt at descrip- 
tion, — 

"Uiero is — Hiero!" 

"And how long have you been here?" inquired 
Balder with a smile, 

Guulemah forgot her cmharrassment in wondering 
liow so remarkable a creature happened to ask ques- 
tions whose answers her whole world knew ! 

"AVe are always here!" she exclaimed; and added, 
after a moment's doubtful scrutiny, " Are you a spirit ? " 

" An embodied spirit, — yes I " answered lie, smiling 
again. 

" One of those I seo beyond," — she pointed towards 
the clifl", — " that move and seem to live, but are only 
shadows in the great picture ? No ! for I cannot touch 
them nor speak with them ; they never answer mo ; 
they are shadows." She paused and seemed to strug- 
gle with her bewilderment. 

"Tliey are shadows I" repeated Hclwyse to himself. 

Tliough no Hermetic philosopher, ho was aware of a 
symbolic truth in the fanciful dogma. Outside his 
immediate circle, the world is a shadow to every man ; 
his fellow-beings are no more than apparitions, till ho 
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grasps them by the hand. So to Gnulcmali the cliff 
and the garden wall were her limits of real exist- 
ence. The great picture outside could be true for 
licr only after she liad gone forth and felt as well as 
seen it. 

Fancy aside, however, was not hers a condition 
morally and mentally deplorable ? Exquisitely devel-* 
oped in body, must not her mind have grown rank with 
weeds, — beautiful perhaps, but poisonous ? Herein 
Daldcr fancied he could trace the one-sided influence 
of his crack-brained uncle. AVhether his daughter or 
not, Gnulemah was evidently a victim of his experi- 
mental mania. What particular crotchet could ho 
have been luimoring in this case ? Was it an at- 
tempt to get back to the early sense of the human 
i*ace? 

The materials for such an evolution were certainly 
of tempting excellence. In point of beauty and ap- 
parent natunil capacity, Gnulemah might claim equal- 
ity with the noblest daugliter of the Pharaohs. TIio 
grand primary problem of how to isolate her from all 
contact with the outside world was, umler the existing 
circumstances, easy of solution. Beyond this there 
needed little i>ositive treatment Her creed must 
arise from lier own instinctive and intuitive impres- 
sions. Of all beyond the reach of her hands, sho 
must trust to her eyes alone for information ; no mar- 



^^■i^^^ 



188 IDOLATKY. 

vel, thercrore, if ber conclusions conccrniii;^ tlic great 
intnngililo plienomeiia of tlie universe were fantastic as 
the veriest heatiien mytlia. The self-evolved feelinga 
and impulses of a. black-eyed iiymjili like Gnuleinali 
vere not likely to be orthodox. Slic was probably no 
better than a worshipper of vain delusions and idols 
of the imagination. 

Her attire — a style of costume such as might have 
been the fashion in the days of Cheops or Tuthmosis 
— showed a carrying out of the Doctor's whim, — a 
matching of the external to the internal conditions of 
the age he aimed to reproduce. The project seemed, on 
the whole, to have been well conceived and consist- 
ently prosecuted. It was seldom that Uncle Hiero 
achieved so harmonious a piece of work ; but the idea 
showed greater moral obliquity than Balder would have 
looked for in the old gentleman. 

But there was no deep sincerity in the young man's 
strictures. There before him stood the woman Gnu- 
lemali, — purple, white, and gold; a vivid, breathing, 
warm-hued life ; a aoiil and body rich vitli Oriental 
splendor. Tliere she stood, her hair flowing dark and 
silky from beneath her twisted turban, her eyes, — black 
melted loadstones ; the broad E45'ptian pendants gleam- 
ing and glowing from temple to shoulder. The golden 
serpent seemed to writhe on her bosom, informed from 
its wearer with a subtile vitality. Through all domi- 
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nated a grand repose, like the calm of nature^ \rLich 
storms may prove but DOt disthrone! 

There slie stood, — enchanted princess, witch, god- 
dess, — woman at all events, paljiable and undeniable. 
She must be accepted for what slio was, civilized or 
uncivilized, heathen or Christian. She was a perfected 
acliicvement, — vain to ai^ue how she might have been 
made better. Who says that an evening cloud, gor- 
geous in purple and licavenly gold, were more usefully 
employed fertilizing a garden-patch ? 

r>alder Ilehvyse, moreover, was not a simple util- 
itarian ; he was almost ready to make a religion of 
beauty. If he blamed his uncle for shutting up this 
superb creature within herself, he failed not to admire 
the result of the imprisonment He knew he was be- 
holding as rare a spectacle as ever man's eyes were 
blessed withal ; nor was he slow to perceive the psy- 
chological interest of the situation. To a student of 
mankind, if to no one else, Gnulemah was beyond esti- 
mation precious. But had Balder forgotten what fruit 
his tree of philosophy had already yielded him ? 

At all events, he forbore to press his question as to 
the whereabouts of Uncle Iliero, who would turn up 
sooner or later. It was enough for the present to know 
that he still existed. Meanwhile he would sound the 
depths of this fresh nature, undisturbed. 

The hoopoe (who had played an important part in 
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promoting tlie ncquaintnnce tlius far) forsook Iiis porcli 
above Balder'a lieaJ, and after hovering fur a moment 
in mid-nir, as if to select the hest spot, he alighted on 
tlie mossy cushion at tlie foot of the twin j^alm-trees. 
Such a couch miglit Adam and Eve have rejoiced to 
£Dd in Paradise. Holder took the hint, and without 
more ado t!irew liimself down there, while Cmilcmali 
balf knelt, half sat beside him, propped on her arm, 
Iier warm fingers buried in the cool moss. The little 
master-of-ccremonics remained, with a fine sense of 
propriety, between the two, prcciiiiig mid lluttoring his 
brilliant feathers and casting diamond glances sidelong. 

" You remember nothing before coming to this place, 
Gnulemah T " 

"Only dream-memories, that grow dimmer. Before 
this, I was a spirit in the great ])icture, and when my 
lamp goes out I shall return thither." 

"Your lamp, Gnulemah ? — what lamp ?" 

" How can you understand me and yet not know 
-what I know ? Jly lamp is tlic light of my life ; it 
buma always in the temple yonder ; when it goes out 
my life will hecomo a darkness, for I am Gnulemah, 
tlie daughter of fire 1 " 

" I knew not that my uncle was a poet," muttered 
Balder to himself. "A daughter of fire, — yes, there 
u lightning in her eyes 1 " Aloud ho said, secretly 
alluding to tlie manner of his descent into the gar- 
den, — 
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" I dropped from the sky into your world, Gnulcinah. 
Thou«'li we can talk together, wliatevcr wo tell each 
other will be new." 

She caught the idea of a lifetime spent instructing 
this delightful being, and receiving in return instruc- 
tion from l)im. She entered at once tho charming 

vista. 

" Tell me," she began, bending towards him in her 
earnestness, "are there others like you? — are tliey 
bright and beautiful as you are? — or do they look 
like Ilicro?" 

r>iilder laughed, and flushed, and his heart M'armed 
l)leasural)ly. Here was a compliment from the very 
soul of nature. And albeit the lovely flatterer's ex- 
l)erience of men was avowedly most limited, yet her 
taste was nnvitiated as her sincerity, and her judgment 
muy therefore have been more valuable than that of 
the most practised belle of fashion. But he answered 
modestly, — 

"Iliero and I are both men, and there are as many 
men as stars in heaven, and as many women as men, — 
myriads of men and women, Gnulemah I " 

She lifted her face and hand in eloquent astonish- 
ment 

" 0, what a world I " she exclaimed in her low- 
toned way. " But are the women all like me t " 

" There is not one like you," answered Balder^ with 
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the quiet cmpliasis of conviction. How rcfresliii 
it thus to set ftsiile convcntioaalisin ! Ilcr i 
nesa broiiijlit forth tlie like from Iiiui. 

"Have you never wished to go beyond the wall?" 
lie asked her. 

" Yes, often I " slie said, fingering the golden serpent 
tlioughtfully. " But thiit could not be unless I put out 
the lump. SomeUnies I get tired of this world, — it 
lias changed since I first came to it." 

"I* it less beautiful V 

"It is euuiller tliaii it used to I>o," said Giiuleniah, 
pensively. " Once the house wfts so high, it seemed to 
touch heaven; — see how it has dwindled since then I 
And 60 with other things that are on earth. The stars 
and the sun and clouds, tlicy have not changed ! " 

"Tliat is a consolation, is it not?" observed Bal- 
der, between a smile and a sigh. Gnulemah was not 
the first to charge upon the world the alterations in the 
individual ; nor the first, either, to find comfort in the 
constancy of Heaven. 

She went on, wou to further confidence by her listen- 
er's sympathy, — 

" I used to hope the wall would one dny become so 
low that I might pass over it But it has ceased to 
change, and is still too high. Sliall I ever see the 
other side ? " 

^ It con be broken down if need be. But you might 
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'0 far before finding a world so fair as tliia Perhaps 



it woidd be better to stand on the cliff, and only look 
fortli iicross tlie river." 

"I cannot stay always here," returned Giiulemah, 
sliaking her turbaned head, with its gleaming bandeau 
and rattling pendants. "But no wall is between rao 
and the sky ; the flame of my lamp goes upward^ and 
why should not Gnulemah ? " 

" A friend is the only world one does not tire of/' 
he rci»lied after a pausa " You have lacked coinpan- 
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Gnulemah glanced down at the hoopoe, who forth* 
witli warbled aloud and fluttered up to her shoulder. 
The bird was her companion, and so, likewise, were the 
l)lants and flowers. Gnulemah could converse with 
them in their own language. Xaturo was her friend 
and confidant, and intimately communed with her. 

All this was conveyed to Biilder's apprchension, not 
by words, but by some subtile expressiveness of eye 
and gesture. Gnulemah could give voiceless utterances 
in a manner pregnant and felicitous almost beyond 
belief. 

"I meet also a beautiful maiden in the looking- 
[;1jiss," she added; "her face and motion are always 
tlie same as my own. But though she seems to speak, 
hor voice never reaches me ; and she smiles, but only 
when I smile ; and mourns only when I mourn. We 

9 Iff 
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can never reach each otlier ; but there is more in her 
tlian ia my birds and flowers." 

"She is the ehadow of yourself; no reality, Gnu- 
lemah." 

" Are we shadows of each otlier, Uiod ? is she weary 
of her world, aa I of mine ? shall we both escape to 
some other, — or only pass each into the other's, and 
be separated as before 7 " 

Balder, like wise men before Iiim, was at some loss 
bow to bring Iiis wisdom to bear here. lie could not 
in one sentence explain the complicated phenomena in 
question. Fortunately, however, Gnulenmli (who had 
apparently not yet learned to appeal from licr own to 
another's judgment) seemed hardly to expect a solution 
to problems upon which she had expended much pri- 
vate tb ought. 

" I have come to look on her aa though she were my- 
self, and she tells me secrets which no one else can 
know. Some things she tells me that I do not care to 
bear, but they are always true. I can see changes in 
her face tliat I feel in my own heart" 

" Does she teach you that you grow every day more 
beautiful 1 " He was willing to prove whether Gnu- 
leuiah could thus be disconcerted. Many a woman liad 
he known, surprisingly innocent until a chance word 
or glance betrayed profoundest deptlis. 

" Our beauty is like the garden, which is beautiful 
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every day, though no day is just like auotber. But Uic 
chair'cs I mean arc in tlie spirit that looks back at me 
from her eyes, when I enter deeply into them." 

What connection could, after all, subsist between 
beauty and vanity in one who neitlier hod rivals nor 
aught to rival for ? Doubtless she enjoyed bcr beauty, 
— the more, as her taste was pure of couvcntional 
falsities. How much of worldly experience would it 
take to vitiate that integrity in her ? Would it not be 
better to leave her to end her life, restricted to the 
same innocent and lovely companionship wliicli had 
been hers thus far ? Here the hoopoe, startled at some 
movement that Dalder made, abandoned his i>crcli on 
his mistress's shoulder, and flew to the top of the palm- 
tree. Had the day when such friends would suffice 
her needs gone by ? 

Yes, it was now too late. No one who has beheld 
the sun can thenceforth dispense with it Balder had 
slione across the beautiful recluse's path, and linked 
her to outside realities by a chain which, whetlier he 
went or stayed, would never break. Flowers, birds, 
shadows in the miiTor, — less than nothing would 
these things be to her from this hour on. 

Heretofore tlie intercourse between the two had been 
tentative and incoherent, — a doubtful, aimless grap- 
pling with strange conditions which seemed delightful, 
but might mask unknown dangers. No solid basis of 
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mutual acqnaintancesliip had been even approaclied. 
Ealiler, accustomed tlioiigli he was to woman's society, 
knew not how to apply his exiiericnco here; white 
Gnulemah hod not yet perliaps decided whether her 
visitor were natural or supernatural. The man was 
probably the less at ease of the two, finding himself in 
a pass through which tradition nor culture could pilot 
him. Gnulemah, being used to daily communion witli 
things mysterious to her understanding, would scarcely 
liave altered her demeanor had Balder turned out to be 
a genie ! 

But the first step towards Rxiug the relations be- 
tween them was already taken. The young man's 
abrupt movement of his hand to his face (probably 
iritli purpose to stroke the beard no longer growing 
there) liad not only scared away the lioopoe, but had 
flashed on Gnulemah a ray from the diamond ring. 

She rose to her feet suddenly, yet easily as a star- 
tled serpent rears erect its body. Vivid emotion 
lightened in her face. Balder knew not what to 
make of the look she gleamed at him. 

"■What are you?" she asked, her voice sunk to 
almost a whisper, "HieroT — are you Hiero?" 

Balder . stared confounded, — partly inclined to 
smile I 

" Come back, — transfigured I " she went on, her 
eyea deepening with awe. 'What did it mean T Some- 
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what disturbed, Balder got also on his feet As ho did 
Ro, Gniilcmah crouched before him, holding out her 
liaiuls like a suppliant An on-looker might have fan- 
cied that the would-bo God had found his worshipper 
at Inst ! 

"Jly name is Balder," his Deityship managed to 
say. As he spoke, the sun rounded the comer of tlie 
house, and the light fell brightly on him, Gnulcmah 
kneeling in sliadow. The glory of his splendid youth 
scorned to have shone out from ^vithin him in sudden 
cirulgcnce. 

" Balder ! " she slowly repeated, still gazing up at 
him. 

"Tliere is a relationship between us,** said he, a 
vague uneasiness urging him to take refuge l)ehind the 
cjuaint fantasy. *' You are the daughter of fire, and I 
the descendant of the sun I " 

lie spoke the unpremeditated notion which the sun- 
burst had created in his brain, — spoke not seriously 
nor yet lightly. lie had as much right to his gene- 
alogy as she to hers. . 

But what a strange effect his words wrought on her ! 
She clasped her hands together quickly in a kind of 
ecstasy. 

" Tlie sun, — Balder I I have prayed to him, — ho 
has come to me, — Balder, my God I ** AVith how di- 
vine an accent did her full low voice give him tlie 
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name to which he had dared aspire I He was God, — ■ 
and her God I 

He pcrliaps divined one part of the process through 
vliich her miud must have gone ; but he could not 
- find a word to answer, whether of acceptance or <li3- 
chximer. He turned pale, — his heart sick. Had the 
recognition of his Godliood been too tardy? Gnu- 
letnali fancied he repulsed her, and licr passion kin- 
dled, — only religious passion, but it scared himl 

" Do not be cold to me. Balder ! " — his name as sho 
uttered it moved him as a blasphemy. " In my lonely 
kneelings I have felt you ! my eyes close, my liands 
grow tt^ther, my breath flutters, every breatli is joy 
and fear I I think 'He is with me, — the Being I 
adore !' but when I opened my eyes. Ho was gone, — 
Balder I " 

Still motionless and seeming-deaf stood the Divinity, 
batlied in mocking sunlight He was powerless to stop 
her from unveiling to him, as to a visible God, the 
sacred places of her maiden heart. Tliat sublime office 
whose reversion he had boldly courted, in the posses- 
BJon shrivelled his soul to nothing and left him dead. 
It was not easy to be God, — even over one human 
being! 

But Gnulemah, in her mighty earnestness, knelt 
nearer, so tliat the edge of Balder's sunlight smote 
tlie golden ornaments that clung round her out- 
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stretched arms. She almost touched him, but Uiough 
his spirit recoiled, the doltish flesh would not be 

moved. 

"It was not to be always so/' she continued, an 
appealing vehemence quivering through her tones.' 
" Some day I was to see Him and know Ilim more 
clearly. Shine on me, Balder ! am not I your priest- 
ess ? in the morning do not I worship you, and at 
noon, and in the evening ? At night do not I kneel 
at your altar and pray you to care for me while I sleep t 
Hoar me, Balder ! I see you in all things, — they are 
your thoughts and meet again in you ! Tlie sun him- 
self is but your shadow! Do not I know you, my 
Balder ? Be not clouded from your servant I Leave 
me not, — take me with you where you go ! " 

It was at tliis moment that the young man's mind, 
stumbling stupidly hither and thither, chanced to en- 
counter tliat picture of the courtesan, leaning from the 
o])eu window in the city street, beckoning him to come. 
SIio took Gnulemah's place, beckoning, making a hate- 
ful parody of Gnulcmah's expression and gesturcsL 
Could a devil take the consecrated place of angels ? or 
was the angel a worse devil in disguise ? In the same 
<lny, to him the same man, couhl two such voices speak, 
— such faces look ? And could the germ of Godhead 
abide in a soul liable to the irony of such vicarious 
solicitation ? 
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Speech or motion was still denied him. His priest- 
ess, strengtliened by religioiis passion, ivaa bold to 
touch with here his diviiio Iiniid, on the finger of which 
demoniac-lily glittered tlie murder-token. The haiid 
was HO cold and kx that even the smooth warmth of 
her soft fingers failed to put life in it. 

" You have taken Iliero to yourself, — take mo also ! 
be my God as well as his, for I shall bo alone now he 
is gona Tliis ring whicli he always wore — " 

Balder roughly snatched back his hand. 

"Hiero's ring?" 

" 'Why do you look so ? — is it not a sign to mo from 
him?" 

"Iliero's ring? — tell me, Gnnlcmah, is this Ilicro's 
ring? — Stop — stand up! No — call me Satan 1 — 
Ilicro's ring I" 

" AVliere is Iliero, then T " demanded Gnulcmah. ris- 
ing and dilating. "You wear his ring, — -what Iiave 
you done with him? — Is there no God?" 

The words camo riding on the waves of deep-dmwn 
broatlia, for her soul was in a tumult. Her life had 
thus far been like a quiet sequestered pool, rodccting 
only the sky, and the ferns and flowere that bent above 
its margin ; ignorant, moreover, of its own depth and 
nature. Now, invaded by storm, God and nature 
seemed swept away aud lost, and a terror of loneliness 
darkened over it 
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"Is there no Balder?" reiterated Gnulemalu But 
all at once the fierceness in her eyes melted, as light- 
ning is followed by summer rain. She came so near, 

— he standing dulled with horror of his discovery, — 
came so near that her breath touched him, and lie 
could hear the faint rustling of the white byssiis on her 
bosom, and tlio soft tinkle of the broad pendants that 
glowed against lier black hair ; and could see how pro- 
foundly real her beauty was. Mighty and benefieeDt 
must bo the force or the law which could combine the 
rude elements into such a form of life as this ! 

" Ix}t me live for you and serve you I Tliougli the 
world lias no Balder, may not I have mine? You 
shall 1)0 everything to me I Without you I cannot 
be ; but I want no other God if I have my Balder I" 

This was another matter! Nevertheless, — so sub- 
tile is the boundary between love human and divine, 

— Gnulcmah in these first passionate moments may 
easily have deemed the one no less sublime than the 
other. 

But there was no danger of Balder's falling into such 
an error. The distinction was clear to him. Yet with 
remorse and alxiscmcnt strove the defiant impulse to 
pluck and eat — forgetful of this world and the next — 
the royal fruit so fairly held to his lips I 

For herein fails the divinity of nature, — she can 
minister as well to man's depravity as to his exalta- 

9» 



MvM.w^^^^«>«>«npv^ 



202 mOLATRV. 

tion; wliicli could not happen were she one with GoJ. 
Kay, man had need be strong with Divino inspiratiou, 
before communing unharmed witli nature's dangerous 
loveliness. 

His hand in Gnulemah's was now neither cold nor 
lax. Slie raised it iu imjffituoua liomt^ to her fore- 
head. The diamond left a mark there; first while, 
tlicn red. For a breath or two, their eyes saw deptla 
in each other beyond words' fathoming .... 

A door was closed above ; and the echo stole do^vn 
stairs and crept with a hollow whisper into tlie cou- 
wrvatoiy. Tlie little lord chamberlain fluttered down 
from his lofty perch and hovered between the two 
faces, his penetrating note sounding like a warning. 
Gnulemah drew beck, and a swift blush let fall its rosy 
▼eil from the golden gleam of her jewelled forehcad- 
lond to below the head of the serpent which twisted 
round her neck. 

One parting look she gave Balder, pregnant of new 
wonder, fear, and joy. Tlien she turned and glided 
■with quick ophidian grace to tlie doorway from which 
she had first appeared, and was eclipsed by the curtain. 
The inner door shut ; she waa gone. Dull, dull and 
colorless was the conservatoiy. Tlio hoopoe had flown 
out througli the hall to the open air. Only the croco- 
dile continued to keep Balder company. 

After standing a few moments, he once more Uirew 
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himself down on the moss couch beneath the palm- 
trees. There ho reclined as before, supported on his 
elbow, and turned the diamond ring this way and that 
on his finger in moody preoccupation. 

Was the crocodile asleep, or stealthily watching 
him? 
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XIX. 



BEFORE SUNDO'WN. 



r' Balder Hclnyse Imd been in a vein for self- 
criticism at this jiinctiire, tliG review iiiiglit proli- 
aWy liave dissatisfieil Iiim. He iiosscssed (iiinliltes 
wliicli make men great lie could Imvo dieclinrf'ed 
angnst offices, for lie saw tilings in large relations and 
yet minutely. His mind and courage could rise to 
any enterprise, and carry it with case and cheerfully. 
His nature was even more receptive than active. Ho 
had force of thought to electrify nations. 

But his was the old story of the star-gazer walking 
into the well, who niiglit have studied the stars in the 
well, hut could not be warned of the well by the stars. 
He had whistled grand ehances down tlie wind, reach- 
ing' after what was supcrliuman. His hunger had been 
vast, but the food wherewith he had filled himself 
nourished hiiu not, and suddenly he had collapsed. 
Ilis first actual step towards realizing his lofty aspira- 
tions liad landed him low amongst earth's common 
criminals, — nor had the harm stopped there. That 
defiant impulse to which he had just now been on 
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tlio point of yielding had not dared bo much as to 
liave shown its face before his nnvitiated wilL He 
-was disorganized and at the mercy of events, because 
"without law suflicient to keep and guide hirosclfl 

Though fallen, tlicrc was in him somewhat giant- 
like, perhaps easier to see now than before, — as the 
ruin seems vaster than the perfect building. The 
travail of a soul like Balder's must issue greatly, 
Avhctlicr for good or ill. He could not remain long 
inchoate, hut the elements would combine to make 
something cither darker or fairer than had l)ecn be- 
fore. Jlcanwhilc, in the uncrystallized solution the 
curious analyst might detect traits bright or sinis- 
ter, ordinarily invisible. Hero were softness, impetu- 
osity, romantic imagination, and tender fire, enough 
to set up half a dozen poets. Again, there was a 
fund of malignity, coldness, and subtlety adequate to 
tlie making an lago. Here, too, were the clear scep- 
tical intellect, the fertility and versatile power of 
brain, which only the loftier minds of the world liaro 
shown. 

Such seemingly incongnious qualities are, in the 
human cnicible, so mingled, projwrtioned, and refined, 
as to form a seeming simple and transparent %v]iolc. 
AVe may feel the presence of a si)irit weighty, strong, 
and deep, without understanding the how and why of 
the impression. Only ' at critical moments, such as 
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tbis in Bolder's life, can we point out tlie joiuing 
lines. 

Haider's present attitude, viewed from w!i(it€ver side, 
VBS no less irksome than ignoble. One niisfortuiio 
was Tvitli diabolic ingenuity dovetailed into anotber. 
It Tvas bad enough to have killed a man ; but the 
victim waa liis own uncle, and tlio father — at least 
the foster-father — of Gnnlemah. And she, forsooth, 
must idolize the munlercr; and, finally, bis heart must 
leap forth in passionate response to licra at the mo- 
ment — partly perhaps for the reason — that every 
lionest motive forbade it. That look ond touch, at 
the molten point of various emotions, bad welded 
their qtirits together at once and lastingly. 

"Wliat next t For Gnulemali ond for himself what 
COUI80 was least disastrous? — tho licroic line, — to 
leave lier without a word? — or, concealing what be 
was, should lie stay and be happy in her anns ? Was 
there a third alternative t 

" To part would bo yet worse for her than for me. 
She would think I hod deceived her. And, love 
apart, how can I leave ber whose only protector I 
have killed ? Tliat deed puts me in his place ; so 
love and duty are at one for once. Her Balder, — her 
God, — she calls me. She is my universe ; tho depth 
and limit of my knowledge and power are gauged by 
ber. Such is the issue of my aspirationa I " 
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lie breathed out a half-laugh, ending in a sigk 
"But loving her is sweeter than to inform creation I* 
lie added, aloud. 

The crocodile made no reply. Balder went on, finger- 
ing the telltale ring and talking with himself; tlie 
caith, meanwhile, slowly tuniing lier warm sliouldcr to 
the western sun. A still half-light filled the conscrvar 
tory as with a clear mellow liquor, and the rich leaves 
and blossoms stood breathless with deliglit The pain- 
fully rigid contraction of Bidder's features was softening 
away ; he was coming into liarmony with the sensuous 
beauty of the scene, or its refined voluptuousness — 
serene, unambitious, content with time and careless of 
eternity — interpreted his altered temper. 

Be happy in the sunlight, men and women I Love 
and kiss, — bow down and worship eacli the oilier I 
Who can tell of another joy like this? Everlasting 
knows it not, for only the flavor of death can give it 
perfection ! Save for the foreshadow of midnight^ 
noonday were not beautiful. But when night comcs^ 
sink ye in one another's arms, and sleep I Heaven on 
earth is a richer, stronger draught than Heaven ; but 
pmy that in vouchsafing death, it cheat ye not of an- 
nihilation I 

He had forgotten that there was anything ugly in 
the world, or that the blindest cannot always escape 
the (f orgon. He recked not tlie risk of bringing a 
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sncli as Cnulemali face to face with modern life, nor 
bethought liim that the sncrct in his heart woiihl still 
be nearer it than love could coma Neither, during 
this fortunate moment, did fear of discovery harass 
Iiim. 

Oddly, too, it was not to domestic comforts, — tlio 
love of wife, children, and friends, — nor yet to the 
absorbing duties of a profession, that Balder looked for 
a shield against inward trouble. lIo]>c held him no 
more than fenr ; his happiness must consist in freedom 
Jrora botJ]. lid tliouglit only of the Cnulemali of to- 
day, — unique, Iwautiful, unUimed, divinely ignorant; 
but whose heart walked before, leading the giddy mind 
by paths the wisest dared not tempt. The sounds of 
her voice, the sliiftings of her expression, lier look, her 
toach, — lie rccnilcd them all. Ho centred time nnd 
space in her. Change, new conditions, succession of 
events, — these came not near her. Tlieir life should 
know neither past nor future, hut abide a constant 
Now, — until the end! 

His lips followed his thought with soundless move- 
ment Handsome lips they were, — the under, full, 
hut sharply defined from the huhvark-cliin ; the upper, 
slender, boldly curved, firm, yet sensitive; — the mouth 
was a compendium of the man's physical nature. His 
eyes, large and almost as dark as Gnulemnh's, allreit fat 
different in effect, — were now in-looking ; the pupils. 
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always extraordinarily largo and brilliant, almost filled 
the space between the eyelids. His liair clung round 
his head i n yellow curls; the dark dense eyebrows 
arched at ease. AVith velvet doublet and well-moulded 
limbs, in the enchanted evening-glow, ho looked the 
i<loal fairy prince, — noble, wise, and valiant ; conquer- 
ing fate for love's saka Tliey were bravo princes, — 
they of old time. But one wonders whether tlio giants 
and enchanters, nowadays, are not stronger and subtler 
than they used to bo 1 




BETWEEN WAKING AND SLEEPING. 

THERE was an old woman in tlic house who went 
by the name of Nurse ; her duties being to oook 
the meals and preserve a sort of order in such of the 
rooms as were occupied by the family. Since the 
greater part of the liouse Mras uninliabited, and there 
were only two mouths to feed beside her own, Nurse 
was not without leisure moments. How were they 
employed ? 

Not in gossiping, for she had no cronies. Not in 
millinery and dressmaking, for there were no admiring 
eyes to reward such labors. Not in gadding, for she 
might not pass the imprisoning wolL Not even in read- 
ing, perhaps because she was not mudi of a pro6cient 
in that art 

The truth is that — to the outward eye at least— 
she was uniformly idle For years past she hail spent 
many hours of each night in the comer of the kitchen 
fireplace, which was as lai^c, roomy, and smoke-sea- 
sooed as any in story-books or mediaeval lialls. Here 
sat ahe» winter and summer, her body bent forward 
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over lier knees, her disfigured face supported on one 
hand, >Yliile the otlier lay across lier bre^ist Tliis was 
licr common })ositioUy and she seldom moved to change 
it. She hummed tunes to herself sometimes, — not 
hymn tunes, — but never was heard to utter an aiticu- 
late word. Often you might have thought her asleep, 
— hut no ! wlien you least expected it a shining black 
eye was fixed on you ; an eye which, two hundrcd 
years ago, would have convicted its owner of witdi- 
craft It was the only bright thing about tlie jKwr 
woman. 

AVhencver the master of the house came to the 
kitclien, Nui-se's witch-eye followed him animol-likc; 
no movement of his, no expression, seemed to escape 
it. A curious observer miglit sometimes have po- 
markcd in her, during the few moments after the 
man's entmncc, a mulTled agitation, an irregularity 
of tlic breath, an obscui'c anxiety and susj^nse. Tliis, 
however, would soon subside, and rarely recur during 
Ills stiy. The plienomenon had been obscr\'able daily 
for nearly a score of years, yet nothing had meantime 
liapi)encd to explain or justify it Had an original 
(h*ead — gi'oundless or not — prolonged its x^^^ntom 
existence precisely l)ecause it had never met with 
justification ? 

Often for weeks at a time, com])lete silence would 
obtain between master and Nursa He would cuter 
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and ramble hither and Uiitbcr the nmplc kitclicn ; cat 
what had l«eii prepared for him, ami be off ngiiin with- 
out a woitl or glance of acknowledgement. Or, again, 
pacing irref,iilnrly to and fro before tho fireplace, he 
would pour forth long disjointed rhapsodies, wild spec- 
ulaliona, hopes, and misgivings ; his mood changing 
from solemn to gay, and round throngh gnaty piissiou 
to morbid gloom. But never did he address his words 
to Xurse so much as to himself or to some imaghiary 
■ iuterlocutor ; and she for her part never answered him 
a syllable, but sat in silence through it all Yet was 
she ever alert to listen, and sometimes the subdued 
trembling vould come on and the obstruction of 
breatlL But when tlie talker, in mid-excitement of 
speech, snatched his violin and drew from it melodies 
weirdly exquisite, soothing his diseased thoughts and 
harmonizing them, Kurse would become once more 
composed ; tlie phantom danger was again put off, and 
the violinist would presently fall into silence, — some- 
tunes into sleep. But still, while he slept, the witch- 
eye watched him ; though with an expression of yearn- 
ing, uncouth intensity which seldom ventured forth 
while he was awake. 

With Gnulemah, Xursc's intercourse became yearly 
more and more infretiuent. As the child arose to 
womanhoofl, she grew ai>art from tlie voiceless creature 
wlio had cared for her infancy. It was not Gnulemah's 
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fault, wliosc heart was never barren of loving impulses. 
I>ut mother, father, wei-e wonls whose meaning she liail 
never been Uiught ; and had Nurse coinprelicnded the 
unconscious thirst and hunger of tlio girl's soul, — lui- 
eonscious, but not therefore harmless, — she miglil have 
tried, by dint of affectionate obser\*anees and coinpanion- 
sliip, to represent the motherly office which she had filled 
in the beginning. But this wa.s not to be. Some hid- 
den agency liad forced tlie two ever farther asunder. 
Jloroovcr, Gnulemah developed rapidly, while Xurso 
underwent a process of gradual congealment, — her 
wits and emotions became torpid. Besides this, slio 
was the victim of disfigurement, physical as well as 
spiritual; while Gnulemah, both naturally and by 
training, was sensitive to beauty and ugliness. Other 
surface causes no doubt there were, in addition to tlio 
hidden one, which was perhaps the most potent of alL 

A considerable time had passed since Gnuleiuah's 
departure, when Balder became aware that he was nut 
alone in the conservatory. His thoughts were nil of 
Gnulemah, and he looked quickly round in cxpectalioii 
of seeing her. The apparition of a widely different 
object startled liim to his feet. 

A female figure stood before him, wrapped in sod- 
colored garments of anomalous description, licr head 
tied up in dark turban-like folds of cloth. A lock of 
rusty black hair escaped from beneath tliis head-dress 
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and hung down besido her faca She miglit once have 
LceD tall and erect, but her form now sagged to the 
left, losing botli height and dignity. Her viaiigc, 
seamed and furrowed by tlie scar of some terrible 
calamity, had lost ita natural contour, The left eye 
was extinguished, but tlie right remained, — the only 
feature in its original state. It was dark and bright, 
and possessed, by very virtue of its disfigured envi- 
ronment, a repulsive kind of beauty. Its influence was 
pecidiar. In itself, it [wstulated an owner in the prime 
of life, handsome and graceful But, one's attention 
wondering, the woman's actual ugliness impressed itself 
with an intensity enhanced by the imaginary contrast 

A grotesque analogy was tlius brought to light. The 
woman was dual. Her right side lived; the left — 
Itlind, inert, and soulless — was dragged about a dent^l 
weight It was an unnatuiul emphasizing of the spir- 
itual-material composition of mankind. Observable, 
moreover, was her strange method of disguising emo- 
tion. There was no muscular constraint ; slie simply 
turned lier blank left side to Uie spectator, with an 
effect like the interposition of a dead wall I 

Such, on Balder's perhaps abuorraally excited appre- 
hension, was the impression the nurse produced. She, 
on her part, was perhaps more disconcerted than he. 
Her single eye settled upon him in a panic of surprise. 
The dressing of the scene gave Balder a grisly reminder 
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of the first moments of Gnulemali's eloquent astonish- 
ment There was as great an api>arent diircrenco be- 
tween the superb Eg)'ptian and this poor creature, as 
between good and evil; but there was also tlie dis- 
agreeable suggestion of a similar kind of relationship. 
Gnidemah, withered, stifled, and degraded by some un- 
mentionable curse, might have become a thing not 
unlike this woman. 

" Have we met before, madam ? " asked Helwjrsc, 
impelled to the question by what he took for a be- 
wildered recognition in her eye. 

She moved her lips, but made no audible answer. 

" I am Balder Ilelwyse," he added; for he had made 
up his mind that all concealments (save one) were un- 
necessary. 

A grotesque quake of emotion travelled through the 
woman's body, and she gave utterance to a harsh inar- 
ticulate sound. She came confusedly forwards, groping 
with hands outstretched. Balder, though not wont to 
fail in courtesy to the sorriest hag, could scarce forbear 
recoiling ; especially because he fancied that an ex- 
l)ression of affectionate interest was struggling to get 
through the 6can*ed incrustation of the woman's nature. 

Porliaps she marked his inward shrinking, for sho 
checked herself, and, slowly turning her lifeless screen, 
hid behind it It M^as impotent deprecation translated 
into llcsh, — at once ludicrous and painful Tlie youn^ 
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man found so mncli difficulty in restmining tlie mani- 
festation of liis distaste, tliat lie Lluslied in flic twi- 
li"lit at Ilia own rudeness. lie would do Ids beat to 
xedeem liiiuself. 

"Doctor Hiero Glypliic b my uncle," said lie, mov- 
ing to get on Nurse's right side, and speaking in his 
pleasantest tone. "Is he at home? I have cornea 
long way to see him." 

. Preoccupied by liis amiable purpose to reassure the 
■woman, Holwyse b.id got to the end of this speech 
tefore realizing the ghastly mockery involved in it. 
Nevertheless, it was well Even thus falsely and boldly 
must he henceforth speak and act. By a happy acci- 
dent he had opened the path, and must see to it that 
his further steps did not retrograde. 

Still Nurse answered not a word, which was the less 
Burprisiog, inasmuch as she had been dumb for a quar- 
ter of a century past. But Balder, supposing her 
silence to proceed from stupidity or deafness, repeated 
more loudly and peremptorily, — 

"Doctor Glyphic, — is he here? is he alive?" 

He felt a morbid curiosity to Iicar what reply would 
be made to the question whose answer only lie could 
know. But he was pnzzled to obsen'c that it appeared 
to -throw Nurse into a state of agitation as great as 
tliough she had herself been tli'c perpetrator of Balder's 
Clime I Slie stood quaking and irresolute, sow peeping 
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for a moment from bcliind her screen, tlien dodging 
back witli an increase of j^anic. 

This disphiy — rendered more uncouth by its voicc- 
lessness — revolted the a'stlietic sensibilities of Hel* 
wyse. Besides, what was the meaning of it ? Had it 
actually been Davy Jones with whom he hod striven 
on the midnight sea ? and had his adversary, instead 
of drowning, spread his bat- wings for home, and loft 
his supposititious murderer to disquiet himself in vain ? 
Verily, a practical joke worthy its author ! 

This conceit revealed others, as a lightning-flosli 
the midnight landscape. Balder was encircled by 
Avitclicraft, — had been ferried by a real Charon to 
no imaginary Hades. The quaint secluded beauty of 
circumstance was an illusion, soon to bo dispelled. 
Gimlcmah hei'self — miserable thought I — M'as per- 
haps a thing of evil ; what if this vexy hag were 
she in another form? Glancing iwmd in the deep- 
ening twilight, Balder fancied the dark, still plants 
and tropic slmibs assumed demoniac forms, bending 
and crowding about him. The old witch yonder was 
muttering some infernal spell ; already he felt numb- 
ness in his limbs, dizziness in his brain. 

The devils are gathering nearer. A heavy, heated 
atmosphere quivers before his eyes, or else Uie witch 
and her unholy crew are uniting in a reeling dance. 
In vain docs Balder try to shut his eyes and escape 
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the giddy spectacle ; they stnro widely open and see 
things stipernatiiral. Nor can lie wai'd off these ivitli 
his bonds, which are rigid before him, and defy his 
wilL The devilisli jig bccomca wilder, and careers 
tbrough the air, BaMcr sweeping with it. In mid- 
whirl, be sees the crocodile, — cold, motionless, M'ait- 
ing with long, diy jawa — for what? 

A cry breaks from liim. With a wrench Uiat strains 
his heart he bursts loose from the devil's bonds that 
confine Lis limbs. Tlie witch has vanished, and IIcI- 
w^-se seems to himself to fall headlong fmm a vast 
Leight, striking tlie eartli at last hcl[de8s and broken. 

"Gnulemah I" 

Gasping out that name, he becomes insensible. 

Ceneath an outside of respectable composni-e liavo 
turmoilcd the tides of eucli remorse and pain as only 
a man at once langcly and finely made can feel. Added 
to the mental excitement cai-ricd through many phases 
to the point of distraction, have been bodily exertion 
and want of food and sleep. The apparition of un- 
natural ugliness, of hcliavior strange as her looks, 
coming upon him in this untoward condition, needed 
not the heat of tlio conservatory and stupefying per- 
fume of the flowers to bring on the brief delirium and 
final unconsciout^ness. As lie lies there let us remem- 
ber that his last word threw back the unworthy, dark 
-misgiving, that beauty and deformity, good and bad, 
could by any jugglery become convertible. 
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As a mere matter of fact, Nurse was no witch, nor 
had she, of lier own will and knowledge, done Balder 
any hann. On the contrary, she was already at work, 
-with trembling hands and painfully thumping hearty 
to relieve his sad case. She was touched and agitated 
to a singular degree. It was not the first time in Uie 
patient's life that she had tended liim. The reader 
has guessed her secret, — that she had known Balder 
before he knew himself, and cared for him when his 
only cares had been to eat and sleep. She knew her 
baby through his manly stature and mature features, 
less from his likeness to his father than from certain 
iniefTaccd traces of infantine form and expression. She 
-was of gypsy blood, and had looked on few human 
faces since last seeing his. He did not recognize lier 
until some time afterwards. All tilings considered, it 
was hardly possible he should do so. 

It was curious to observe how awk^wardly she now 
managed emotions that had once flowed but too read- 
ily. She was moved by impulses which she had long 
forgotten how to interpret. Her only outlet for ten- 
derness was her solitary eye, which might well have 
given way under the strain tlms put upon it 

But by and by the inward heat began to thaw tlie 
stiff outward cnist, which had been hardening for so 
niany years. Glimpses there were of tlie handy, affec- 
tionate, sympathizing woman, emei^ing from fosail- 
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izalion. Her witlicrccl heart once more Imngercd and 
tliiratcd, and the strange duality tended to melt back 
figaiu into unity. 

Haider's attack at length yielded, and a drowsy 
consciousness returned, memory and reason being atill 
partly in abeyance. Ilia hea\'y, half-closod eyes rested 
oa darkness. A crooning sound was in his car, — 
a nursery lullaby, wonlleaa but soothing. Where waa 
he ? Had he been ill I "Waa ho in his cradle at homo ? 
"Was Salome sitting by to watch him and give him his 
medicine ? Yes, very ill he was, but would be better 
in the morning ; and meanwhile he would bo a good 
- boy, and not cry and make a fuss and trouble Salome. 

" Nurse, — Sal ! — I say, Sal 1 " 

Salome bent over him as of old. 

* Hod such a funny dream, Sal I dreamt I was grown 
up, and — killed a man I \Vliat makes you shako so, 
Sal ? it was n't true, you know [ And I 'm going to be 
a good boy and go to sleep. Good night I give a kiss 
from me — to — my — little — " 

So sinks he into slumber, profound as ever wooed 
his childhood ; his head pillowed in Salome's lap, his 
funny dream forgotten. 



XXL 

^VE TICK UP ANOTHER THREAD. 

DARKNESS and silence reigned in the conserva- 
tory ; the group of the sleeping man and attend- 
ant %voman was lost in the warm gloom, and scarcely a 
motion — the low drawing of a breath — told of their 
l)rcsence. 

A great gray owl, which., had passed the daylight in 
sonic obscure comer, launched darkling forth on tlie 
air, and winged hither and thither, — once or twice 
fanning the sleeper's face with silent pinions. The 
crocodile lazily edged off the stone, plumped quietly 
into the water, and clambered up the hither margin of 
the pool, there coming to another long pause. A snail, 
making a night-journey across the floor, found in its 
path a diamond, sparkling with a light of its own. Tlie 
snail extended a cool cautious tentacle, — recoiled it 
fastidiously and shaped a new course. A broad petal 
from a tall Uowcring-slirub dropped wavering do\i*n, 
and seemed about to liglit on lUlder's forehead ; but^ 
swerving at the last moment, came to rest on the scaly 
head of the crocodile. The night waited and listened. 
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as Uiougli for something to Imppcn, — for soino one to 
appear I Salome, too, was waiting for some one ; — was 
it for the dead 1 

Mcautime, pictures from the past glimmered through 
her memory. When, in our magic mirror, we saw her 
struck down by the liand of her lover, alio was far from 
Leing the repulsive object she is now. Indeed, but 
for that chance word let fall yesterday, about her hav- 
ing been badly burnt, we might Im at a loss to justify 
our recognition of her. 

After Manetlio's rude dismissal of her, she fled — not 
knowing whither better — to Thor Hclwyse, who was 
living widowed in his Brooklyn house, with his iiifant 
son and daughter. Because she had been Helen's at- 
tendant, she bcsouglit Helen's liusband to give lier a 
home. She was in sore trouble, but said no more than 
this; and Thor, suspecting notlitng of her connection 
■with llanctho, gladly received her oa nurse to his chil- 
drea. 

But past sins and imprudences would find out Solomo 
DO less than others. At the critical moment for her- 
self and her fortunes, tlie house took fire. She risked 
her life to save Tiler's daughter, was lierself burned 
past recognition, and (one misfortune treading on an- 
other's hotila) balanced on death's veige for a month or 
two. She got well, in part ; hut the faculty of speech 
had left her, and beauty of face aud figure was forever 
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. In lier manifold wretchedness, and after such devo- 
tion shown, it was not in Thor*s warm heart to part 
with her ; so, losing much, she gained something. Slie 
remained with her benefactor, whose manly courtesy 
ever forbore to probe the secret of her woman's heart, 
over which as over her face she always wore a veil 
The world saw Salome no more. She sat in the nur- 
sery, watching year by year the dark-eyed little maiden 
])laying with the fair-haired boy. Broad-shouldered 
Thor would come in, with his grand, kindly face and 
royal beard ; would kiss the little girl and tussle with 
the boy, mightily laughing the while at the former's 
solicitude for her playmate ; would throw himself on 
tlie groaning sofa, and exclaim in his deep voice, — 

" God bless their dear little souls I %Vliy, Nurse ! 
when did a brother and sister ever love each other like 
that, — eh ? " 

Salome probably was not unhappy then ; indeed, — 
whether slie knew it or not, — she was at her happiest 
But new events were at hand. Thor, growing yearly 
more restless, at length resolved to sell his house and 
go to Europe, taking w*ith him Salome and both the 
children. Evciy thing was ready, down to the lacking 
of Salome's box. A day or two before the sailing, 
Thor went te New Jersey, to bid farewell to his eccen- 
tric brother-in-law. It was a warm summer day, and 
the children played from morning till night in the 
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front yard, while Nnrso sat in the window and kept 
her eye on tbcm. Iter thoughts, jrerhapa, travelled 
elsewhere. 

Since her misfortune she had, no doubt, liad mora 
opportunity than most women for reflection : silence 
breeds thought. ^VHiat hIio thought aliout, no one 
Itnew; but she could Iianlly liave forgotten Manctho. 
Od tliis last evening, when at the ]wint of leaving 
America forever, it would liave been strange had ao 
memory of him passed through her mind. 

She had not heard his name in the last four years, 
and she knew that he suspected nothing of her wlicre- 
abouta. Had he ever wished to see her? she won- 
dered ; and thought, " lie would not know me if ho 
did see me ! " With that came a tumultuous long- 
ing once more to look upon him. Too late I Why 
liad she not thought of this before ? Now must her 
last memory of him be still as when, disfigured by 
sudden rage, he turned upon her and atnick her on the 
l)08om Tliere was the scnr yet ; tlie fire had spared 
it ! It was a keepsake which, as time passed, Salome 
strangely learned to love 1 

It was growing duak, — time for the children to 
come in. Tliey were sitting deep in the abundant 
grass, weaving necklaces out of dandelion-stems. Nurse 
leaned out of window and beckoned to attract their 
atteation. But either they were too much absorbed to 
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notico her, or tliey wero wilfully blind ; so Nurse rose 
to go out and fetch them. 

Before reaching the open front door, she stopped 
short and her heart seemed to turn over. A tall dark 
man was leaning over the fence, talking with the little 
girl. Nurse shrank within the shadow of the door, 
and thence peeped and listened, — as well as her beat- 
ing pulses would let lier. 

" I know where fairy-land is," says the man, in Uie 
soft, engaging tone that the listener so well remembers. 
"Come! shall we go together and visit it?" 

"He come too?" asks the little maiden, nodding 
towards the boy, who is portentously busy over Lis 
dandelions. 

" lie may if he likes," the man answers with a smile. 
" But we must make haste, or fairy-land will be shut 
up ! " 

It flashes into Salome's head what this portends. 
Slie had heard this man vow revenge on Tlior long ago, 
and she now sees how he means to keep his oath. He 
has shrewdly improved the opportunity of Tlior's ab- 
sence, and has come intending to carry off either his 
son or his daughter. Fortune, it seems, has chosen for 
him the dark-eyed little girl. See I he stoops and lifts 
her gently over the wall, and they are off for faiiy- 
landl 

liush out, Salome I alarm the neighborhoocl and force 

10* o 
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tbe kiflnapper to give up his booty ! After Tlior'a kind- 
ness to you, will you be false to luni ? Besiiiea, what 
motive have yoa for unfaithfulness? Grant that you 
love JIauetlio, — whnt harm, save to his revengeful 
passion, could result from thwarting him 1 

Salome acted oddly ou this occasion, — it would 
seem, irratioually. But that wbich api>eara to tho 
spectator but a trivial modification may have vital 
weight with tho actor. Had Alanctho taken Balder, 
for example, Salome might have puraned another and 
more intelligible course than the one she actually took. 
She hurried out of the door and caught llanetho by 
the arm before ho was twenty paces on his way. IIo 
turned, savage but frightened, setting down tlie little 
girl but not letting go her hand. Sho was in her hap- 
piest humor, and informed Xurso that she was to ho 
queen of fairy-land I 

Nurse lifted the veil from her face and looked stead- 
fastly at Manetho with her one eye. It was enough, — 
he saw in her but a hideous object, — would never 
know her for the bright girl ho had once professed to 
lov& Salome gave one sob, containing more of wo- 
manly emotion tJian could be written down in many 
words, and then was quiet and self-possessed. Mane- 
tho did not offer to escape, but stood ou his guaixl ; 
half prepared, however, — from something in the wo- 
man's manner, — to find her a confederate. 
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" S'e como too ? " cliirpcd tho uncdnscious little 
maiden. 

But ^lanetho's attention was turned to some words 
that Salome was writing in a little blank-book wliicli 
slie always carried in her pocket She oflcred to help 
liini curry off tlie child, on condition of being herself 
one of the party I 

lie looked narrowly at tho woman, but could moke 
nothing by his scrutiny. Was it love for the child 
that prompted her Iwhavior ?• No ; for she could easily 
have raised tho neighborhood against him. She com- 
pletely puzzled him, and sho would give no explana- 
tions. What if he should accept her offer ? She would 
be an advantage as well as an inconvenience. Hie 
cliiM would have the care to which it hod been accus- 
tomed, and Manetho would thus be spared much em- 
barrassment When the woman's help became super- 
ihious, it would not bo, difficult to give her the slip. 

There was small leisure for reflection. An agree- 
ment was made, — on Salome's part, with a secret 
sense of intense triumph, not unmixed with fear and 
pain. She caught up Master Balder and his dande- 
lions, kissed and hugged him violently, and locked him 
into the nursery; M'here he was found some hours 
afterwards by liis father, in a state of great hunger and 
indignation. But the little dark-haired maiden was 
seen no more. Sho was gone to her kingdom of fairy- 
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land, and Nurse -with licr. Long mourned Balder for 
Ilia vanislied jilaymnte ! 

Salome lias kept Iier secret ^rell And iioiv, tliere 
elie sits, licr long-lost baby's bead in bcr lap, tbinkin}^ 
of old times ; and tbe longer sbe thinks, tbe more sbo 
softens and expands. Has she done a great wrong in 
her life J Surely sbo has suffered greatly, and in a 
manner tliat miglit well wither her to the core. But 
there must still have been a germ of life in the shriv- 
elled seed, wliicb this night — memorable in her exist- 
ence — has li-^m to quicken. 

By and by come a few tears, with a struggle at first, 
then more easily. Kind darkness lets us tliink of 
Salome bright and comely as in the old days, with the 
odded grace of inward beauty \vrought by sad ex- 
perienca But, in truth, she is marred past earthly 
recovery. Nothing removes a soul so far from hu- 
man sympathy as self-repression, — especially for any 
merely human end ! 

The night creeps reluctantly westward ; the gray 
owl winga back to his shady comer ; the adventurous 
snail, half-way up the palm-tree, glues himself to the 
liark and turns in for a nnp. Tlie crocodile lias re- 
sumed his old position on the rock in the pool, and the 
flower petal floats on the water. Hero comes the bril- 
liant hoopoe with his smart crest and clear chirrup, 
impatient to bid Gnulemah good morning I All is as 
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before, save that the group beneath the palm-trees has 
disappeared ! 

Balder slept late, yet, on awakening, he Uionght he 
must be dreaming still. He could not distinguish im- 
agination from reality. Ilis mind had temiwrarily lost 
its gmsp, his will its authority. Where was lie ? Was 
it years or hours since he had entered Boston harbor ? 

Suddenly rose before him the vision of the deadly 
stniggle on the midnight sea. Bound this central point 
the rest crystallized in order. Ilis heart sank, and ho 
siglicd most heavily. But presently he rose to his 
elbow and stared about in bewilderment Had he ever 
seen this room before ? How came he here ? 

lie was lying on a car\'ed bedstead, furnished with 
sheets of fine linen and a counterpane of blue embroi- 
dcrcd satin ; but all bearing an appearance of great age. 
The room was oval, like a bird's-egg halved lengthwise ; 
the smoothly vaulted ceiling Ixiing frescoed with a crowd 
of figures. The rich and costly funiiturc harmonized 
with the bedstead, and bore the same marks of age. Tlie 
chairs and lounge were satin-covered; the sumptuous 
toiltit-table was fitted with a mirror of true crystal ; the 
arclicd window was curtained with azure satin and lace. 
It was a cluimber fit for a princess of tlie old r/gime^ 
unaltered since its fair occui>ant last abode in it 

Balder now examined the frescos which covered 
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wall and ceiling. Tlic suliject seemed at the first 
glance to be a Last Judgment, or somctliing of tliat 
nature. A mingled ruali of forms mounted on one side 
to Uie bright zenitli, and tlicnce lapsed confusedly 
down the opposite descent. Tlie dark end of the room 
presented a cloud of gloomily fantiistic sliupes, swerved 
from the main stream, and becoming darker and more 
formless Uie farther they receded, till at the last they 
were lost in a murky shadow. Not entirely lost, how- 
ever; for as Balder gazed awfully thitherward, the 
shadow seemed to resolve itself into a moss of inter- 
twined and struggling beings, neither animal nor hu- 
man, but combining the more unholy traits of both. 

Biit from the centre of the upward stream shone 
forms and faces of angelic beauty ; yet, on looking 
more narrowly. Balder discerned in each one some 
ghastly peculiarity, revealing itself just when enjoy- 
ment of the beauty was on the point of becoming com- 
plete. Such was the effect that the most angelic forms 
were translated into mocking demons, and where tho 
light seemed brightest there was tho spiritual darkness 
most profound. 

In the zenith was a white lustre which obliterated 
distinction of form as much as did the cloudy obscurity 
at the end of the room. Now tlio design seemed about 
to unfold itself ; then t^iu it eluded the gazer's grasp. 
Suddenly at length it stood revealed. A gigantic face, 
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with wide-floating hair and beard, looked down into 
Ikilder's own. Its expression was of infinite malignity 
and desjmir. The impersonation of all that is wicked 
and miserable, its place was at the top of Heaven ; it 
Avas moulded of those aspiring forms of light, and in'as 
the goal which the brightest attained. Moreover, cither 
by some ugly coincidence or how otherwise lie coidd 
not conceive, this countenance of supreme evil was tho 
very reflex of Balder's, — a portrait minutely true, and, 
despite its satanic expression, growing every moment 
more unmistakable. 

"Was this accident, or the contrivance of an unknown 
and unfathomable malice 7 Balder, Lord of Heaven, 
instinct with the essence of Hell ! A grim satire on 
his religious speculations ! But what satirist had been 
bitter enough so to forestall the years ? — for tlie paint- 
ing must have been designed while Balder was still an 
infant. 

lie threw himself off tlie bed and stepped to tlie 
window, and saw the blue sky and the river rhyming 
it. The breath of the orchard visited him, and he was 
greeted by the green grass and trees. Ho sighed with 
relief There had been three moniings since his re- 
turn to America. For the flrst he had blessed bis 
own senses ; tho second had looked him out of coun- 
tenance ; but tlie third came with a benediction, serene 
and mighty, such as Balder*8 soul had not hitherto 
been open to. 
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"Tliis is more than a plnater Iicavpn," Baid he, 
lookiDg up ; " but I fyar, ISalder Ilelwj-so, your only 
heaven, llius far, lias been of plaster. You liavo bccu 
tbis morning bow tbe God of such a bcaveu looks. 
How about the God of tins larger Heaven, think you ? " 

Prpsently he turned away from tlio window; but 
he had fjuafTed so deeply of the morning gb'ry, that 
tlie sinister frescos no longer depressed him. They 
were ridiculously unimportant, — nothing mora than 
stains on the wall, in fact. Balder could not t«ll why 
be felt light-hearted. It was solemn lighl-heartedncss, 
— not the gayety of sensuous spirits, such as be had 
experienced heretofore. It had little to do with physi- 
cal well-being, for tbe young man was still faint and 
dizzy, and weak from hunger. Behold, then, at tbe 
foot of the bed, a carved table covered with a damnsk 
cloth and crowned with an abundant breakfast ; not 
an ordinary hreakfast of colTee, rolls, omelette, and 
liecfsteak, but a pastoral breakfast, — fresh milk, bread 
and honey and fruit and mellow cheese, — such food 
as Adam might have begun the day Tvith. 

In face of the yet unsolved mystery of Lis own 
presence in the room, this new surprise caused Balder 
no special wonder. Beyond the apparition of the ugly 
dumb woman, he recollected nothing of the previous 
evening's experience. Could she have transported bim 
hither ? Well, he would not lot himself he disturbed 
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by apparent miracles. " No doubt the explanation is 
simple," thought he ; and with that he began his toilet 

Tlie dressing-table displayed a variety of dainty arti- 
cles such as a lady might be supx)osed to use, — pearl- 
handled brushes, enamelled powder-boxes, slender vases 
of ^leissen porcelain, a fanciful ring-stand ; from the 
half-open drawer a rich glimpse of an Indian fan ; a 
pair of delicate kid gloves, which only a woinans 
hands could have worn, were thrown carelessly on the 
table. There were still the little WTinkles in the fin- 
gel's, but time had changed the pristine white to dingy 
yellow. 

" Wiose hands could have worn them ? whoso cham- 
ber was this?" mused Balder. "Not Gnulemah's; she 
knows nothing of kid gloves and powder! and these 
things were in use before she was bom. Wliosc face 
was reflected in this glass, when those gloves were 
thrown down here ? "Was that her marriage-bed ? 
"Were children bom in it?" 

Ilis seizure of the night before must liave dulled the 
edge of his wit, else he had scarce asked questions 
which chance now answered for him. A scratch on 
one corner of the polislied mirror-surface showetl,, on 
closer inspection, a name and a date WTitten with a 
diamond. Sliading off the light with his hand. Balder 
read, "Helen, 1831." 

"My mother's name; the year I was bom. My 
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mother I " he repeated 8oflIj, taking up the old yellow 
glorea. "And tliis room was my birthplace, — and 
my little material My mother's things, as she left 
them ; for father onoe told me that he never entered 
ber room after she was buried. She died here ; and 
liers my little sister and I b^gan to live. And here I 
mm, again, — really the same little helpless innocent 
liaby who cried on that bed so long ago. Only not 
imiocent now I Perhaps, not helpless, either I 

''How happy that barber was yesterday I prattled 
Skbont being bom again. Cannot I be bora again, — 
to-day, — in this room ? Here I first b^an, and have 
come round the world to my starting-point I will 
begin afrcHh tliis morning.** 

And heavily as he was weighted in the new race, he 
would not be disheartened. Unuttered resolves bright- 
ened his eyes and made his courage higlu 

Before beginning breakfast, he returned to the win- 
dow and drank again of the divine blue and green. 
From the bmnch of a near tree tlie hoopoe startled him 
and made him color. Was the bird an emissary from 
Gnulemah 7 Balder^s mouth drew back, and his chin 
ftod eyes strengtiiened, as though some part of his un- 
ttttered resolves were recalled by the thought of her. 

When he was ready to go, he turned at the door, and 
threw a parting glance round tlie dainty old-fashioned 
cbamber, trying to gather into one all the thought*, 
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HEABT AND HEAD. 

BALDER easfljr foand his way to Uie consGrvatoTj, 
bot it was empty, — Gnulemah, at least, was not 
tlierel The tapestiy curtain in her doorway was 
iNisbed aside, the door itself opca Wliore should he 
her? 

As he stood in doubt, ho saw lying at his feet a 
Picking it up, he saw another some distance 
lieyond it^ and still another on the threshold which he 
Itful just crossed. Tliey were Gnulcmah's footsteps,^ 
tbe scent of this sweet quarry, teaching him how to 
follow her. So he followed, nor let one fragrant trace 
wcape him ; and presently he had a nosegay of them. 

She was out of doors, then. Truly, on stich a day as 
Uii%*wbeie else should she be ? Wliat walls could pre- 
•ojiie to hold her? Her loveliness was at one with 
nature's, and they attracted each other. To the solitary 
iijrniph, her miglity playmate had been all-sufficient ; 
for site saw not tlie earth and sky as they appear now- 
%dAjt to mankind, but the divine meaning which tliey 
doibau Thus she could converse with animals, and 



HEART AMD HEAD. 237 

coulil read plants and stones more profoundly Uian 
botanist or geologist. She followed inward to her o^ti 
fresh and beautiful soul the sympathies which allied 
her to outward things, and found there their true 
prototyi>es. 

But when the strong magnetism of a new human 
spirit began to act upon her, these fine communings 
with nature suffered disturbance. In such thunder- 
storms as the meeting of the electric forces must engen- 
der, there was need of a trustworthier safeguard tlian 
simple perception of a divine purpose underlying crea- 
tion. Only the ixjrsonal God is strong enough to govern 
the relations of soul with soul. Barren of Eve, Adam 
would not have fallen ; but with her, he will one day 
not only retrieve his fall, but climb to a sublimcr height 
than any to which he could have aspired alone. 

Balder strolled out on the wide lawn. Southwest- 
ward wound an avenue of great trees, overshadowing 
the naiTow footpath that stole beneath them. To the 
right, round the northern comer of the house, ho 
could see far off the white tops of the blossoming 
apple-trees ; and Ixjyond, the river. Tlio orchard per- 
fume came riding on the untamed breeze, and whia- 
pered a fragrant secret in the young man's ear. Or- 
chardward he pursued his search. 

As ho went on, Gnulemah grew every moment 
nearer. At length ho caught the flutter of her maatio 



4$ 

238 IDOLATRY. 

amidst tlio folinge, and presently saw lier on tlie brink 
of the precipice, looking out across the broad blue 
river. Thus Iiad lie, tliroiigli bis glass, darkly, accn 
her stand the day before. Were the ci'ossing a river 
and the flight of a day all that divided his past lifo 
from what he thought awaited him now ! 

While yet at a distance, he called to her, — not from 
impatience, but because he stood in awe of the meet- 
ing, and wanted the first momenta over. His voice 
touched Gnulemah like a beloved hand, and turned her 
towards him. Her face, which liad not learned to be 
the mask of emotion, but was instead the full and 
immediate inde.\ thereof, brightened with joy ; and as 
he came near, the joy increased. Yet a seriousacss, 
deep down in Iter eyes, marked the shadow of a night 
and the dawn of another day. A spiritual chemistry 
hod been working in her. 

She did not move fon\'ard to meet liim, but stood 
delighting in the sense of his ever-growing nearness. 
"When at length ho stood close before her, she drew a 
long, pleasant breath and said, — 

"A beautiful momingi" 

This was no commonplace greeting, for it was not 
made in a commonplace manner. It said that his 
coming had consummated the else imperfect beauty 
of nature, and won its expression from Gnulemah's 
lips. The couunonplace wondered to find itself trans- 
mnted into a compliment of fine gold I 
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Gnulcmali*s attiro to-day ^vas more Diano-likc tlian 
yesterday s, and looked as appropriate to ber as leaves 
to ti*ees or clouds to tlie sky. Her dress, indeed, u-as 
not so mucli a conventional appendage as a living, sen- 
sitive part of ber, wbicb migbt be supiK)sed to cliange 
its color and style in sympatby witb bcr sbilling 
moods and surroundings, yet never losing certain dis* 
tinctive traits wbicb bad tbeir foundation iu lier indi- 
vidual nature. 

" A beautiful moniing ! " returned Balder, taking her 
band. " Were you expecting me ? " 

" I fcai*cd you migbt not sbow yourself to me again," 
sbe answered, witb sudden tears twinkling on ber eye- 
Lisbcs. She seemed more tenderly buman and ap- 
l)roacbal)le to-day tban beretofore. Had sbe found bcr 

ft 

mountain-height of unmated solitude untenable ? — 
found in bci-self a yielding woman, and in Balder tlio 
strength that is a man ? This descent, wbicb was a 
sweet ascent, made ber endlessly more lovabla 

" I come here always when I feel lonely," continued 
slie. " If it had not been for this place, witb its great 
outlook, I should often have been too lonely to stay in 
tlie world." 

ft 

" We all need an outlook to a laiger world, Gnulo- 
mab." 

" Besides, you came to me from tbc otlier side 1 " 
sbe, glancing in bis face. 
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" Dill you see mo tlicro ? " Balder was on tlic point 
of asking ; bnt lie was wise enougli to refrain. If ho 
eoold believe it true, let him not tempt bis happiness ; 
if fiuUi vere wealc, why build a barrier ogaitut itt 
So he kept silenca 

" Toa found my violets I " wbiapered Qnulemab, with 
a shy amile. * You understand all I do and am ; it is 
bsppinesa to be with yoo." 

They eat down by mutual consent beneath a crooked 
old apple>|tree, which yet blossomed as pure aud fresh 
as (lid the youngest in the orchard. From beneath this 
-white and perfumed tent was a view of the distant 
city. 

Gnulemah could not be called talkative, yet in giv- 
ing her thoughts expression she outdid vocabularies. 
Siany fine muscles there were around her eyes, at the 
comers of her mouth, and csi>ecially iu the upjwr lip, 
— whose subtile curvings and contractions spoke vol- 
umes of question, appeal, observation. Her form by 
its endless shidinga uttered delicate phrases of pleas- 
ure, surprise, or love ; her Itands and fiugcrs were ora- 
tors, and eloquent were the curlings and tappings of her 
Arab feet. 

This kind of language would bo blank to one used 
nther to hear words than to feel them ; but Balder, in 
Lis present exalted mood, delighted in it. Was there 
any enjoyment more rcfiued tlmn to see his thought. 
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heforc lie had given it breath, lighten in the eyes of 
this (liiu'^hU'r of fire ? and with his own cywi to cauli 
the fii'st juirc ^linnner of lier yrt unlNini fanoii's ? A 
language genial of intimacy, for the Uilkers must feirl 
in order to utterance, — must meet each other, from 
the heart oiitwanl, at every i>oint. The human fonu is 
made of meanings. It is the full thought of its Creator, 
comprising all other thoughts. Is it blind chance or 
lifeless exj)cdiency that moulds tho curves of woman's 
bosom, builds up man's forehead like a citaihd, and sot^ 
his head on his shoulders ? Is l)e«auty l>eautiful, or an: 
\ve cozened by congenial ugliness ? lUit Ilalder 8 phil- 
osophic 8C(*i>ticism should never have braved a test 
like Onulemah ! 

]^x('o])t music, painting, scidpturc, — all the arts and 
the inspiitition of them, — waited on the nib of the p?n. 
8ucli talk as ] Kissed between tlieso two could not be 
written. Some things — and those not the least ]»ro- 
found and admindde r»f life — transcend tho cunnin-* 
of mun to interpret them, unless to an np]»rchcnsion as 
line as they I "We ai-e fain to content ourselves with 
the husks. 

" It nmst be happy there !" saitl Onulcnial:, looking 
citvwanl. " So manv Iialders antl CinuleuialiH !*• 

" Why happy ? " a^ked tho nwn of the world, wiih a 
faint smile. 

" We ai-e only two, and havo known each other u>- 
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day nnJ ycstonlay. But ihcy, you saiJ, are as many as 
tlic stars, and liave been tzigfther maiiy ycstenlaya." 

Sucli was tliG woniaii's iinclinclied argument, leaving 
licr listener to draw tlie inference. lie would not fore- 
stall licrenliglitenmcnt from tlie grim page of his own 
experience. Cut do not many jniro and loving souls 
pass tiirough the world without once noticing how bad 
must of the roads are, and liow vexed tlio climates 7 
So might not the earthly heaven of Gnulcniali's imagi- 
nation tenderly blind her to the unlicavenly earth of 
Jialder*s knowledge 1 

Tiirough his abstraction Balder felt on his hand a 
toucli soft OS the flowing of a breath, yet pregnant of 
indefinite apprehension. Wlien two eloiids meet, there 
is a inish and calm ; but the first seem ing-tri fling light- 
ning-llash brings on the storm whereby earth's face is 
altered. So Balder, full-charged as the thunder-cloud, 
awaited fearfully the first vivid word which should 
light the way for those lie liad resolved to speak. 

"I see you with my open eyes. Balder, and touch 
you and hear you. Is this the end I thought would 
come ? Balder, are you greatest ? " AVith full trust 
she appealed to Iiim to testify concerning himself. 
Tliis was the seriousness he had marked beneath the 
smilcL. 

" Are you content it should be so 7 " 

She plucked a blade of grass and tied it in a knot. 
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and began, drawing a trembling breath between each 
; few words, — 

" Balder, — if I must kneel to you as to the last 
and greatest of all, — if there is nothing too holy to be 
seen and touched, — if there is uo Presence too sublime 
for me to comprehend — " 

" Wliat then ? " asked lie, meeting her troubled look 
with a strong, cheerful glance. 

*' Tlicn the world is less beautiful than I thouirht it; 
the sun is less bright, and I am no more pleasing to 
myself." Tears began to flow down her noble cheeks ; 
but Balder's eyes grew brighter, seeing M'hicli, Gnu- 
lemah was encouraged to continue. 

" IIow could I be happy ? for cither must I draw 
myself apart from you — Balder ! — or else live as 
your equal, and so degrade you ; for I am not a 
goddess ! " 

" Then there are no goddesses on earth, — nor gods I 
Gnulcmah, you need not shrink from me for that" 

The beautiful woman smiled through her sjuirkling 
eyelashes. She could love aud reverence the man who, 
as a deity, bewildered and disappointed her. But was 
the intuition therefore false which had revealed to 
her the grand conception of a supreme, eternal God 7 

They sat silent for a while, and neither looked in 
the other's face. Tliey had struck a sacred chord, and 
the sweet, powerful sound thrilled Balder no less than 
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GnuIemalL But presently lie looked up; his clieolcs 
wanned, and liis Iicart swelled out He was about to 
put in jeopardy Iiis mnst imineLliutc jewel, and the 
TCiy greatuesa of the risk gave him courage. Not to 
the world, that could not Judge him righteously, would 
he confess his crime, — but to the wonmn he loved and 
who loved him. Ilcr verdict could not fail to be just 
and true. 

Could a woman'a judgment of her lover be impar- 
tial T Yes, if her instincts be pure and hannonious, 
and her worldly kuowlc<I^c that of a child. Her dis- 
criroiuatioD between right and wrong would be at 
once accurate and involuntary, like the test of poison. 
Love for the criminal would but shavix;n her intuition. 
Tlie sentence would not be spoken, but would be read- 
able in eyes untaiutcd alike by prejudice or sophistry'. 
Gnulcmah was thus made the touchstone of Balder's 
morality. lie stood ready to abide by her decision. 
Her understanding of the case should first be made 
full ; then, if condemned by her look, he would pub- 
lish his crime to the world, and suffer its penalty. 
But should her eyes absolve hira, then was crime an 
flluslon, evil hut undevclo[)ed good, the stain of blood 
a prejudice, and Cain no outcast, but the venerable 
forefather of tnie freedom- 
Unsearchable is the heart of man. Balder had 
looked forward to condemnation with a wholesome 
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solcmnit/ which cheered while it chastened him. But 
the thought of acquittal, and at Gnulemairs hands, 
appalled him. Tlie implicit consequences to human- 
ity seemed more formidable than the worst which con- 
demnation could bring upon himself. So much had 
he lately changed his i>oint of view, that only the fear 
of seeing his former creed confinncd could Iiave now 
availed to stifle his confession. 

But that fear did not much disquiet him ; he trusted 
too deeply in his judge to believe that she would jus- 
tify it. In short, Gnulemah was in his opinion right- 
minded, exactly in proportion as she should convict 
him of being in the wrong. Balder resigned the helm 
of his vessel, laden as she was with the fruits of years 
of thought and speculation, at the critical moment of 
her voyage, — resigned her to the guidance of a wo- 
man's unreasoning intuition. He might almost aa well 
have averred that the highest reach of intellect is to 
a perception of the better worth and wisdom of an un- 
learned heart 
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BALDER TELLS AH UNTRUTH. 

EY way of enheartening liimself for what he was 
to do, Daliler kissed the posy of Gnulcmali's 
fragrant footsteps. He kept his eyes down, lost she 
should see sometliing in them to distract her attention 
from his atory. He must go artfully to work, — gain 
her assent to the abstract principles before marshal- 
ling them against himself. 

lleanwhile Gnulemah hod picked up a gold beetle, 
and was examining it with a certain grave interest 

" I never told you how I came by this ring of Hie- 
To's. It was the night before I first saw you, Gnule- 
mah." 

"The ring guided you to me ! " said she, glancing at 
his downcast visage. 

" Perhaps it did I " he muttered, stmck by the ingen- 
ious superstition ; and ho eyed the keen diamond half 
fiuapiciously. How fiercely the little serpents were 
struggling for it! "But Hiero — he has lost it, and 
you will see him no more!" 

" You are with me 1 " returus she, shining tiut at 
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liim from beneath her level browa. What should sLe 
know of death and iKirting? 

Balder still forbore to raise his face. Gnulemah was 
in a frolicsome humor, the reaction of her foregoing 
solemnity. But Balder, who deemed this hour tlio 
gravest of his life, was taken aback by lier unseason* 
able gayety. Casting about for means to sober her, — 
an ungracious thing for a lover to do! — he hit upon 
tlic gold beetle. 

" Dead ; the poor little beetle ! Do you know wliat 
death is, Gnulemah ?" 

" It is wliat makes life. Tlie sun dies every nigliU 
to get life for the morning. And trees die wlien cold 
comes, so as to smile out in green leaves again, — 
greener tlian if there had been no deatlu So it is 
with all things." 

" Not with ever}'thing," said Balder, taking licr light- 
heartcdncss very gravely. " That gold beetle in your 
hand is dead, and will never live or move again." 

But at that Gnulemah smiled; and bringing her 
hand, with the beetle in it, near her perfect Ups, she 
lent it a full warm breath, — enough to have enliv- 
ened an Eg3iitian scaraba^us, — an<l behold I the beetle 
spread its wings and whizzed away. Before Balder 
could recover from this unexpected refutation, the 
lovely witch followed up her advantage. 

" You tliouglit, perhaps, tliat Hiero was as dead 
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the little beetle ; but ho Hvcb more beaiiUriilly in 
you <" 

He looked sUirtlctl up, liis Ini^ge eyes glittering 
blaclcly in the paleness of liis face. Giiiilciiiuli, \v'ith 
tlic serenity of a victoiious disputant willing to make 
allowances, continiictl, — 

"It may be difTcrent in tlic oiitaide world from wliicli 
yon come; but licre dcatli ends nothing, but makes life 
new nnd strong." 

After a silence of some duration, poor Balder re- 
newed 1)13 attack from another quarter. 

"What would you think of one who put to death 
a creature you loved ? " 

She smiled, and shook her glowing pendants. 

" Only God puts to dealli ; and no one would hurt a 
tiling I love!" 

" \Miat should you think of one who put to death a 
man?" 

Gnulcmah looked for a moment perplexed and indig- 
nant Then, to Baldcr'e great discomfiture, she laughed 
like a bird-chorus. 

" Tl\niy do you imagine what cannot Ixj ? Would you 
and Ilicro kill each other? Tlic gray owl kills lit- 
tle mice, but that is to cat them. Would you eat 
Iliero — " 

"Don't laugh, Gnulcmah I" besought he. " I should 
Idll him, not as animals kill one another, but from rage 
and hatred." 
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*' Hatred ! " repeated Gnulemah, dislikingly ; •* hatred, 
— what is it ? " 

"A passion of men's hearts, — the wish that evil 
may hefall others, ^\^len the hatred is bitter enough, 
and the opportunity fair, they kill ! " 

Gnulemah shuddered slightly and looked sad. Tlien 
she leaned towards Balder and touched liis shoulder 
persuasively. 

" Never think of such things, or talk of them I Could 
you hale any one, Balder ? or kill him if you did ?" 

"With that glorious ])rcsencc so near him, — her voice 
so close to his ear, — how could he answer her ? His 
heart awoke, and beat and drove the tingling blood 
tumultuously forth to the remotest veins. She saw the 
flush, and caught the passionate brilliancy of his cye& 
Happy and afraid, she drew back, saying in haste, -» 

" You have not told me yet alK)ut the ring 1 '* 

That was not wisely said ! Balder checked himself 
with a sudden, strong hand, and held still, — his brows 
lowered down and his lips settled together, — until his 
pulses were quiet and his cheeks once more pale. 

" I will tell you," he said ; " but to understand, you 

must first hear some other things." He hesitated, face 

to face with an analysis of murder. Tlie position vras 

at once stimulating and appalling. To diasect and 

reduce to its elements that grisly murder-devil which 

had once possessed his own soul, and whose writhings 

ii» 
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beneatli the scalpel be tvonld tliereforo feel as Lis own, 
— here loomed a prospect largo and terrible 1 Never- 
theless, Balder took up tlie knife. 

The white petal of an apple-blosaom, parting from 
its calyx, came floating earthwards; but a breeze 
canght it and wafted it aloft. It sank again, and was 
again arrest«d and borne skywards. Finally it disap- 
peared over the cliff-edge. 

" Tlio weight that mode it fall is of the earth," said 
Calder (both he and Gnulemah had been vatcldtig ihn 
petal's course). "Tlie breeze that buoyed it up was 
from heaven, and so it is with man. Were there no 
heavenly support, ho would fall at once, but whether 
or not, lie always tends to fall." 

Gnulemah objected, " It loves tlio air better than tlie 
eartl) I " 

"Wlien man begins to fall, ho becomes mad, and 
thinks he is not falling, but that earth is heaven, to 
which he is rising. But since earth is not like heaven, 
infinite, he does not wish others to enjoy it, lest his 
own pleasure bo marred." 

" How can that be ? " said the unwilling Gnulemah. 
" What can make men so happy on earth oa other 
men 7" 

"Each wants all power for himself," rejoined Balder, 
his voice growing stem as he pursued his theme. 
"They want to hurl their fellows out of the world. 
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even to annihilation. Every moment this hatred is let 
grow in the heai*t*s garden, it spreads and strengthen^ 
till it gains dominion and makes men slaves, and mad- 
der tlian before. Each will be above his rival, — Lis 
enemy! he will bo absolute master over liim. And 
from tliat resolve is born murder 1" 

" Why do you tell Gnulemah this f " she asked, lift- 
ing licr licad like a majestic serpent But slic could 
not stop him now. His voice, measured at first, was 
now driven by emotion. 

"Murder comes next; and many a man, had fear 
or impotence not withheld him, would have douo 
murder a thousand times. But sometimes tlie demon 
leaps up and masters impotence and fear. TIic man is 
drunk with immeasurable selfishness, — greater tlum 
the universe can satisfy ; which would fain make one 
victim after another, till all the human race should bo 
destroyed; and then would it turn against Heaven 
and God. Save for man's mortal frailty, the popu- 
lation of the world would ever and anon be swept 
away by some giant murderer. 

"Wickedness grows faster, the wickeder it is; he 
who has been wicked once will easily bo so again, — 
tlic more e;isily as his crime was great Even though 
through all his moital life he sin no more, 3'ct his drift 
is thithenvard I Only the air of Heaven breathing 
through his soul after death can make him pure.** 
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Balder was speaking out all tlie gloom and terror 
wliicli had been silently gatlieriiig within him sinco his 
fatal night As he spoke, his mind ex]»iiided, and per- 
ceived tilings before unknown. As the reasons for 
condemnation multiplied, he did bitt piisli on tlio 
linrder, striking at each tender spot in liis own ar- 
mor. And OS the day turned fatally against him, his 
face looked great and heroic, and his voice sounded 
almost triumphant. 

Tims far, lie had only generalized ; now, ho was 
come to his own plight. On several ]ioint3 lie had 
been painfully in doubt: whctlier lie had done the 
deed in self-defeiiee ; whether he had meant to do it; 
vbether it bad not been a blind, mad accident, sinco 
swollen by fevered imagination into the likeness of 
vilful crime. But against such doubts airayed itself 
tlie ineffaceable memory of that wild joy which hail 
filled his soul, when he had felt his enemy in liis 
power ! Had tlie man survived, Balder might still 
liave doubted ; being dead, donbta were but cowardly 
Bopliistry. 

But during the brief pause he made, came a back- 
waid recoil of that impulse which had swept him on. 
All at once he was cold, and wavered. Gnulcmah 
■was sitting with her clbnw on her knee, her strange 
eyes fixed upon him. Had he duly considered what 
effect all thia might have on herT In aiming at his 



BALDER TELLS AN UNTRUTn. 2."i3 

own life, might not tlio swonl pass also througli 
here? Ahriiptly to Iwhohl sin, — to fiml in the first 
man she hnd learnt to know, the sinner, — to be left 
with tliis burden on her untried soul, — might this 
not ruin more than her earthly hapi)incss ? Did she 
still love him, sueli lovo couW end only in iniserj'; 
sliould she hate him who of all men was bound to 
protect her defencelessness, — that were misery in- 
deed ! 

Tliis misgiving, an-esting his liand at the instant of 
delivering the linal blow, almost discouragetl the mucli- 
tried man. lie glanced sulleidy towaixl the ctlgo of 
the clifl', only a few yards oIT. A new thought 
jarred through his nerves ! He got up and walked to 
tlic brink. Full sixty feet to the bottom. 

Gnulemah also rose slowly, and stretched herself 
like a tired child, sending a lazy tension through every 
noble limb and polished muscle. She sighed with a 
deep breathing in and out, and pressed her bands 
against her temples. 

" T was not ma<le to understand such things. Tell 
me of what you have done or seen, — I shall under- 
stand that. The things my love does not enter only 
trouble me and make me sad." 

As she sjK)ke, she turned away towanls the house. 
She saw, or thought she saw, a man's figure stealing 
cautiously behind a clump of bushes near tlie nortli- 



254 lOOLATBY. 

eastern corner. Her listlcssness foil from lior like 
a mantle, and slie watclied, motionless ! 

Her last wonls litul goailed Balder past bearing. A3 
slie turned away, liia face looked grim and forlorn. He 
^alaDced wJtli half-raised arms on tlic clifT'a brink. 
Tlie river slumbered bliiely on bolow, jmaco was aloft 
ID the sky, and joy in the trees and grass. But in the 
man were darkness and dcsjtair and loathing of his 
God-given life! 

The tiling tie meditated was not to be, however. 
Gose in shore a little boat glided into view, beating np 
against stream. In the stem, the sheet in one hand 
and the tiller in the other, sat Balder's old friend 
Charon. Ue nodded up at the young man with a 
recognizing grin. Then ho laid his tiller-liand aside 
liis brown cheek and sang out, — 

" Look out there, Capt'n I Davy Jones 'a got back, 
— nm foul of you ! " 

The next moment ho put down tho helm and ran 
ouL 

Meantime Balder, coloring from shame, had stepped 
back from his dangerous position ; and the peril was 
past. But the paltering irresolution which he had at 
(ill points displayed urged him to redeem himself, — 
else was he lower than a criminal He went towards 
Gnulomah, — knelt down, — caught her dress, — he 
knew not what he did ! In a blind dauce of sentences 
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he told her that he was a murderer, that all he kui 
said |>oiuted at himself, that with his own hands lie 
had killed llicro, whose body now lay at the bottom 
of the sea; many frantic words ho spoke. Tims 
without art or rhetoric, roughly drcigged forth l»y LcaJ 
and ears, came his momentous confession into ilie 
world. Guulcmah had more than onco striven to 
check it, but in vain. ^Nlien he liad come to an cdo, 
and stood tense and quivering as a bowstring whose 
arrow has just flown, these words reached him : — 
" llicro is not dead ; he is there behind tlie trees." 
Stitlly he turneil and stared bewildered Landscape, 
sky, Guulcmah, swam before his eyes in fragments. 
like images in troubled water. She put out her ana 
and tenderly supported hinL 
" Where ? " said he at lengtlu 
" Near the house, — there I " she pointed. 
IVildcr began to walk forward doubtfully. But» sud- 
denly realizing what lay before him, clearucss and 
vigor ebbed Imck. lie saw a figure turn the comer of 
the house. Then ho leapt out and ran like a stag- 
hound I 




XXIV. 
UNCLE niEBO AT LAST. 

IN a oonple of minutes Bolder was at the house, 
brcatliless: tlie figure wns nowlicre to be seen. 
Ha sprang across the brocul portico, and hurried with 
aonnding feet through the oaken liall. Shoukl he go 
up stairs, or on to the conscr\*atoi7 7 Tlie sound of a 
aofUy sliutting door from the latter direotinn decided 
hiin. Tlie ]>lace looked as when he left it a half-hour 
before. Gnulcniah*s curtain had not Ix^en moved. Tlie 
otlier door was closed ; he mn up tlic steps between 
tlie granite sphinxes, and found it locked. Butting his 
jihoulder ag*aiust the ]xincl with iini>nticnt force, the 
liiuges broke from their rotten fastenings, and the 
door gave inwanls. Balder stepped past it, and foimd 
liimself in tlie sombre lamp-lit interior of the granite 
temple. 

He could discern but little; the place seemed ^iist; 
Uie comers were veiled in profound shallow. At the 
fartlier eml a huge lamp was sus|)eiideil, by a chain 
from tlie roof, over a triangular altar of black marble. 
Tba architecture of the room was stronge and massive. 
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OS of Egyiitian temples. Strong, dark colors met the 
eye on all sides ; in the panels of llic walls and dis- 
tant ceiling fixnUstic devices showed ohscurcly forth. 
Nine iniglity columns, of design like those in the 
doorway, were ranged along the walls, their capitals 
buried in the upward gloom. 

IVcoming used to tlie dusk, Raider now marketl an 
army of colossal upright forms, alternating between 
tlic i)il]ar8. Their rough resendilance to human figures 
drew liim towards one of them : it was an J^^yptiau 
sarcojiliagus covered with hieroglypliic inscriptions, 
and probably holding an inunemorial mass of spiced 
flesh and rngs. These silent relics of a prehistoric 
past seemed to l)e the only company present In 
view of his uncle's well-known tastes, the nephew 
was not unprepared to meet these gentiy. 

r>ut he was come to seek the living, not the de«ad. 
The figure that he had seen outside must be within 
tlu\sc four walls, there l)eing no other visible outlet 
besides the door tlirough which Balder had entcreiL 
AVas old Iliero Glyphic lurking in one of tlicso 
darksome corners, or Ixjhind some thick-set column T 
The young man hniked al)out him as sharjily as lie 
could, but notlung moved except the shadows thrown 
by the lamp, which was vibrating i)endulum-liko en 
its long chain. 

lie approached this lamp, his steps cchoin<]; on the 
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floor of polished gnmite. What had set the thing 
Bwmgiiig? It had a leisurely elliptical motion, as 
from a moderate push sideways. The lamp was 
wrought iu hroDZ^ antique of fashion and ornament 
It liiul caitacity for gallons of oil, and would hum 
for weeks without refilling. The altar beneath was 
a plain blnck marble prism, highly polished, resting 
upon a round base of alaboster. A liandfal of ashes 
cro^vned ite top. Between the altar and the wall in- 
ten-ened a apace of about seven feet 

T]ie glare of the lamp had blinded Balder to what 
was beyond it; but, on stepping round it, he was 
confronted by an old-fasliioncd upright clock, sucli aa 
were in vogue ujTOn staircase-landings and in entnince- 
lialla a hundred years ago. With its broad, white 
dial'plaUt, high shoulders, and dark mahogany case, 
it looked not unlike a t^ill, flat-featured man, holding 
himself stiflly erect. But whetlier man or clock, it 
was lifeless; the hands were motionless, — there was 
no sound of human or mcclianicol heart-beat within, 
though Balder lield liia yet jKiuting breath to listen ! 
AVas it Time's coffin, wlierein his corpse had lain for 
many a silent year, — only that years must stand still 
without Time to drive them on 1 But this still liall 
luid no part in tiie moving world, — knew naught 
of hfe and change, day and night. Here dwelt a 
moveless present, — a present at once past and to 
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come, yet never hero I No wonder tlic mummies feh 
at home ! though even they could only partially appie- 
ciatc the situation. 

The clock was fastened against the walL The 
longer Balder gazed at it^ the more human-like did 
it appear. Its face was ornamented with colored pi^ 
turcs of astronomical processes, sufficiently rcscmhlin 
a sot of shadowy features, of a depressed and insig- 
nificant type. Tlie mahogany case sen*ed for a close- 
fitting brown surtout, buttoneil to tlie chin. Tlie slov 
vibration of the lamp produced on the countenance 
the similitude of a periodically recurring grimace. 

Not only did the clock look human, but — or to 
Balder fancied — it bore a grotescjue and cxtra^-agant 
likeness to a certain elderly relative of his, whow 
portrait he had carried in an inner iK)cket of Iiis liaver^ 
sack, — now in Ix)ng Island Sound. It reminded him, 
in a word, of poor old Uncle Iliero, whom lie luul 
— no, no! — who was alive and well, and was per- 
haps even now observing his dear nephew's per- 
plexity, and maliciously chuckling over it I 

The young man glanced uneasily over liis ahoul- 
iler, but all beyond the lamp was a gloomy liknk 
The same moniont he trod upon some tough, thick 
fiuUstance, which yielded beneath his foot I Tlior- 
ouglily startled, he jum^HHl back. It lay near Uie 
foot of the clock, lie stooped, picked it np, and 
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lifild in Ills linnets the well-known havcrsaclc, from 
which he linil parlcd on bnaixl tlio "Empire State," 
]Iow his licnit bent as he exninhietl it I It waa 
stained and wliitened with salt wntcr, and the strap 
■was broken in two. Oiicning it, tliero were his toilet 
nrticlcs and all Iiis other trcasui-es, — even the cher- 
ished miniature, — not much the worse for their 
wetting. So tliero could no longer be any doubt that 
his uncle had como back. Where was he ? 

Tliat queer fancy almut the clock ettick in Baldcr's 
head! Somehow or oilier it mnst be connected with 
Doctor Glypbic. Tlie haversack, dropped at its foot, 
was direct evidence. Yet, did ever wise man harbor 
notion so irmlional! It^ manifest absurdity was tho 
only excuse for thinking it 

With no declared object in view, Haider gnwped 
the clock by its liigh sboulders and sliook it, but 
with no result. He next struck the mahogany 
smartly with clenched fist: the blow sounded, — not 
hollow, hut close and muffled I The case must be 
either solid, or filled with something that deadened 
the echo. Filled with what ? who would think of 
putting anything in a clock? It was big enough, 
to bo sure, to bold a man, if he could find a way to 
get in ! 

TJie sequence of thoughts is often obacura, but 
-Balder's next idea, wild as it was, could hardly bo 
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wiled incoherent. A man might be conceived to ho 
in the clock ; perhaps a man was in it ; Imt if so, the 
man could he none other than Doctor Ilicro Cllyphic! 

This conclusion once imagined, suspense was unen- 
durable, Tlio logician tried to ojMjn the front of tlic 
case, but it was riveted fast. With im]>etuouB fingers 
he then wrenched at the disc. With a souud like a 
rusty screech, it came off in his hands. The lamp so 
llickcred that Balder feared it was going out, and even 
at this epoch had to look round to rejissurc himself. 
Mcanwliile, a pungent, but not unpleasant odor saluted 
his nostrils : he turned back to the clock, — a clock no 
longer ! — and beheld the unmistakable lineaments 
of his worthy uncle peeping forth with half-shut eyes 
from the place where tlie dial-plate had been. 

Tlic nephew dropjxjd the dial-plate, and it was 
shattered on the granite floor. He was badly fright- 
ened. Tliere was no delusion about the face, — it was 
a sufliciently peculiar one ; and the miniature portrait^ 
tliougli doing the Doctor's beauty at least justice, was 
accurate enough to identify him by. This was no 
unsubstantial apparition, — no bmin phantom, to waver 
and vanish, leaving only an uncomfortable doubt 
whether it had been at all. Stolid, undeniable matter 
it was, peering phlegmatically between its wnrinklcd 
eyelids. 

But admitting that now, at last, we have lighted 
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upon tlie genuine and authentic Doctor Glypliic, why 
should the sight of him so oddly aCTcct Balder Ilehvyse, 
whose avowed ohject in pulling ofl* the dial-platc Imd 
been to justify a suspicion that Uncle Iliero was 
behind it ? Why, moreover, did the young mnn not 
address Lis relative, congratulating himself upon their 
meeting, and rallying the old gentleman on his attempt 
to escape his nephew's affectioiiate solicitude T There 
bad, indeed, been a miauDderstanding M their last 
encooDter, and Balder had so far foi^gotten himself 
as to throw Hiero into the sea ; but it was the part 
of good-breeding, as well as of Christianity, to forget 
such errors, and heal tlie bruise with an extra applica- 
tion of balsamic verbiage. 

^\Tiy so speechless, Ealder 7 Do you wait for your 
host to speak first ? Nay, never stand on ceremony. 
Ho is an eccentric recluse, unused to the ways of 
society, while a man of tlic world like you has at his 
tongue's tip a score of phrases just suited to the 
occasion. Speak up, therefore, in your most genial 
tone, and toll the Doctor how glad you are to find him 
in such wonderful preservation 1 Put him at his ease 
by feigning that his position appears to you the most 
natural in the world, — just what befits a gentleman 
of his years and honors ! Flatter him, if only from 
self-interest, for he has a deep pocket, and may bo 
induced to let you put a hand in it 
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Not a word in response to all this eloquence, Laldcr? 
Positively your behavior appears ratlier cunnuilgeonly 
than heroic I You stand gazing at your relative with 
almost as much fixedness as he returns your store 
witliaL There is something odd about this. 

What is tliat pungent odor ? Is the Doctor a 
dandy, that ho should use perfumes ? And wlicre did 
he get so peculiar a scent as this ? It is commonly in 
vogue only at that particular toilet which no man ever 
performed for himself, but which never needs to l>c 
done twice, — a kind of toilet, by the way, esi>ccially 
prevalent amongst the ancient Egyptians. Since, then, 
Doctor Glypliic is so anient an Eg}'ptologist, perhaps 
we Iiave hit upon the secret of his remarkable odor* 
ifcrousncss. But to shut one's self up in a box tliat 
looks so uncommonly like a coflin, — is not that carry- 
ing tlie antiquarian whim a trifle too far? 

Tliis face of his, — one fancies there is a curiously 
diy look about it ! The unnaturally yellow skin re- 
sembles a piece of good-for-nothing wrinkled parch- 
ment. Tlie lips partake of tlie prevailing sallow tint, 
and the moutli hangs a little awry. From the cloth 
in wliich the head is so elaborately bandaged up strays 
forth, here and tlicrc, an arid lock of hair. The lack 
of united expression in his features pixnluces an eflcct 
seldom observable in a living face. The eyes aro 
lustreless, and densely black; or possibly (tho sua- 
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picion is a startling one) we aro looking into empty 
eye-sockets ! Ho eyes, no cxprcsaiun, jmrcluncnt skin, 
Bwntlicd liL-ml, odor of myrrh ami cnssin, ami, (lomiunt- 
ing all, tliia gliaslly immobility ! Has Doctor C!]ypliic 
even now escaped, leaving us to woj^te Linte and senti- 
ment over some worn-out disguise of liis 1 Nay, if lie 
be not here, we need not seek him further. Having 
forsaken this, he caa attain no other caitlily hiding- 
place. Wu miist jHtuse liure, and Iwlievo eithcc tliat 
tliia dry tiiiic-huek is tlio very lost of poor llicro, or 
tliat a living being wliicli once bore bis name has 
^'anishcd inward from our reach, and now treads a 
wore real earth than any that time and space aro 
Bovereign over. 

Balder (whose perceptions were unlimited by artistic 
requirements) probably needed no second glance to as- 
sure bim that bis uncle was a mummy of mauy years' 
standing. But no cITort of mental gymnnstics conld 
explain him tho fact. Were this real, then was his 
steamboat adventure a dream, tlio revelation of tlio 
ring a delusion, and his water-stained Iiaversack a 
phantom. He wandered clewlcss in a maze of mys- 
tery, Nor was this the first paradox be had encoun- . 
tcred since overleaping the brick wall. He began to 
question wliethcr enpernaturalism bad not been too 
liastily dismissed by lovers of wisdom I 

Thus do tbe actors in the play of life plod from one 
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to another scene, nor once rise to a height whence a 
glance might survey past and future. Memory and 
prophecy arc twin sisters, — nay, they are essentially 
one muse, whom mankind worships on this side and 
slights on that This is well, for had she but one 
aspect, the world would be either too confident or too 
helpless. But in reviewing a life, one is apt to make 
less than due allowance for the helplessness. Tlius it 
is no prejudice to Balder's intellectual acumen that he 
failed for a moment to i)cnetrate the thin disguises of 
events, and to perceive relations obvious to tlie cpm- 
prehensive view of history. Wo will take advantage 
of his bewildered pause to draw attention to some 
matters heretofore neglected. 
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THE HAPPINESS OF MAN. 

WHEN Manctlio, — who aliall bo longer perplex 
us with liis theft of a worthier loiin's name, — 
vliea Maoetbo felt himself worsted in the brief strenii- 
ooa struggle, he tried to drag liis antagonist overboard 
with hiin. But his convulsive fingers seized only the 
leatliem strap of the haversack. Balder — his Ber- 
serker fury at wliitc heat — flung the man witli such 
terrible strength as drove him licadlong over tho tafT- 
lail like a billet of wood, the stout strap snapping liko 
thread! 

Manetho struck the water in sony plight, breath- 
less, bruised, lialf strangled. He sank to a cliilly 
depth, but carried his wits down witli him, and these 
brought him up again alive, Jiowever exhausted. Too 
weak to swim, he yet liad strength left to keep afloat. 
But for tho collision, he had drowned, aUer all I 

Tlie cool salt bath presently helped him to a little 
energy, and by the time the steamer was under way, 
lie could think of striking out. It was with no smaU 
relief tliat ho heard near voices sounding through the 
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black fog. Partly by dint of feeble stniggles, partly 
shouldered on by waves, — ready to save as to drown 
liim, — he managed to accomplish the short distance 
to the schooner. With all his might he shouted for 
a roix;, and amidst much yo-heave-ho-ing, cursing, and 
astonishment, was at length hauled aboard, tlic Ilave^ 
sack in his grasp. 

The skipper and his crew were kind to him; for 
men still have compassion upon one another, onJ 
give succor according to the need of the moment,— 
not to the balance of good and evil in the suflcrcr. 
The wind freshened, an impromptu bowsprit vnoi 
riggod, and the " IJcsurrection " limped towards New 
York. JIanetho's partial stupor was relieved by hot 
grog and the cook's stove. lie gave no further ac- 
count of himself than that he had fallen overboard 
at the moment of collision ; adding a request to be 
landed in New York, since he had left some volu- 
able luggage on the steamer. 

TIic skipper gave the stranger his own bunk, the 
ofT-watch turned in, and ^lanetho was left to him- 
self. lie lay for a long while thinking over wliat 
had hai)pcncd. Bewitched by the 8i>ell of night, he 
had spoken to Ilelwyse things never before distinctly 
stated even to his own mind. The subtle, pcnxrae 
devil who had discoursed so freely to his unknown 
hearer had scarcely been so unreserved to Manetho*s 
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private ear; and the devilish utterances had stirred 
up tlie latter not niiicli less tlimi tlic former. 

Botli men had been wrought, according to their 
diverse natures, to the pitch of frenzy. But similar 
crazy seizures had heeu incident to the Egj-pt'i" 
from boyhood. lie had onxiously watclied against 
thein, ftud contrived various means to their mitiga- 
tion, — the most successful being the music of his 
■violin, which he seldom let beyond liis reach. Yet, 
again and again would the fit steal a march on him. 
Hence, in part, his retired way of life, varied only 
by the brief journeys demanded by the twofold 
craving — for gambling and for news of Thor, who 
figured in his morbid imagination as the enemy of 
Iiis soult 

The news never came, hut all the more brooded 
Maoetho over his hatred and his fancied wrongs. 
His mind hod never been entirely sound, and years 
tinged it more and more deeply with insanity. Ilis 
philosophy of life — ohscute indeed if tried by sane 
standards — emits a dusky glimmer when read by 
this. He vould creep through miles of subterranean 
passages to achieve an end which one glance above 
ground would have ai:gued vain 1 

Lying on the bimk in the close cabin, lighted by 
a dirty lantern pendent from the roof, the Kevercnd 
Hanetlio began to fear that not his worst misfortune 
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was tlie having l)ccn .thrown overboard At the mo- 
ment when madness was smouldering to a Mazs 
within him, tlie lanteni flasli had revealed to him 
the face which, for twenty years, ho had seen in vis- 
ions. Often Iiad he rehearsed this meeting, vazrin; 
his imaginary behavior to suit all conceivable moodi 
and attitudes of his enemy, but never thinking to 
provide for pen'ersity in himself ! So far from Til- 
ing his designs with the soft-voiced cunning of bis 
Oriental nature, he had been a wild beast 1 A mis- 
giving haunted him, moreover, that ho liad babUed 
something in the false security of darkness, whidi 
might givc.IIclwj'^e a clew to his secret 

But here Manetho asked himself a question tliat 
might have suggested itself before. Was it really 
his enemy, Thor Ilelwyse, whose face ho hod soc&t 
or only some likeness of him ? 

Thor must" be threescore years old by this, — tlie 
senior by ten years of Manetho himself; while his 
late antagonist had tlie strength and aspect of half 
that age. Yet how could ho bo mistaken in the 
face which had haunted him during more tlian tbo 
thinl part of his lifetime? lie had recognized il 
on the instant ! 

" I will ask the haversack ! " said he. lie sat uj^ 
and, bracing himself against the roll of the vessel, 
he opened the bag and carefully examined its ood- 
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tenia In an inner pocket he found an old letter 
.of Doctor Gl7phic*s to Thor; another from Thor to 
Ilia aon, dated three years hack; and finally a diary 
kept by Balder Helwyse, which gave ManeUio all 
the information he wanted. 

. He had so anranged matters that at Glyphic's death 
1m bad got the control of the money into his own 
]MUid% and had made such diligent use of it that 
«MMigb was not now left to pay for his prosecution 
as a tbief and foiger. In fact, had Balder delayed 
kia return another year, he would have found Uie en- 
chanted castle in possession of the auctioneer ; and as 
to tbe fate of its inhabitants, one does not like to 
qwculatel 

Having read the papers, Manctlio replaced them, 
and next pulled out the miniature of Doctor Glyphic 
He studied tliis for a long tima It was the portrait 
of a man to wliom — so long as their earthly relations 
bad continued — the Egyptian renegade had been 
futbfuL Perliaps there was some secret germ of ex- 
ceDeoce in poor Hiero, unsuspected by the rest of the 
World, but revealed to ^lanctho, from whom in turn it 
bad drawn the best virtues tlmt his life had to show. 
I>octor Glypiiio had never been a comfortable com- 
Jianion ; but llanetho was always patient and honest 
Viih him. This integrity and forbeamnce were the 
remarkable, since the Doctor seldom aoknowl- 
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edged a kindness, and knew so little of bnsiness that 
he might have been robbed of his fortune at any mo- 
ment with impunity. 

Either from physical exhaustion or for some worthier 
reason, the Egyptian cried over this miniature, as an 
anectionate girl might have cried over the portrait of 
her dead lover. For a time lie was all tears and soft- 
ness. His emotion had not the convulsivcness which, 
with men of his age, is apt to accompany the exhibition 
of much feeling. lie wept witli feminine fluency, nor 
did liis tearfulness seem out of character. There was a 
great deal of the woman in him. 

Having wept his fill, he tenderly wiped his eyes, and 
returned the picture to its receptacle ; and first assur- 
ing himself that nothing else was concealed in the 
haversack, he shut it up and resumed his meditations. 

It was the son, then, whom he liad met, — and Tlior 
was dead. Dead ! — that was a Iiard fact for ^lanetho 
to swallow. His enemy had escaped him, — was dead ! 
Through all the years of waiting, lilanetho had not 
anticipated this. How should Thor die before revenge 
had been wreaked upon him ? — But he was dead I 

By degrees, however, his mind began to adjust itself 
to the situation. The son, at all events, was left liim. 
lie cuddled the thought, whispering to himself and 
slyly smiling. Did not the father live again in the 
son ? hQ would lose nothing, therefore, — not lose, but 
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gain I Tlie Beeming loss was a blessing in disguise. 
The SOD, — young, bandsome, hot of UoodI Already 
new schemes began to take shape in the I^yptian's 
Imun. His dear revenge I — it should not starve, but 
feed on the fat of the land, — yea, be dmnlc vith 
atroiig vine. 

He lay bagging himself, his long narrov eyes gleam- 
ing, his full lipe working together. He was revolving 
• devilish project, — the flintiest criminal might have 
shuddered at it But there was nothing flinty nor un- 
feeling about Manetho. His emotions were alert and 
moist, his smile came and went, hU heart beat full ; lie 
was now tite girl listening to her lover's first passionate 
declaration I 

He had gathered from Balder's diary that the young 
man was in search of his uncle, and had been on his 
way to tlie house at the time of their encounter. Tliere 
was a chance that this unlucky episode might frighten 
him away. He no doubt snp[)0sed himself guilty of 
naanslaugliter at least ; how gladly would the clergy- 
. man have reassured him I And indeed there was no 
resentment in itanctho's heart because of his rough 
usage at Balder's hands. His purposes lay too deep to 
influence shallower moods. He presented a curious . 
xnijcture of easy forgiveness and unmitigablo malice. 

The only other anxiety besetting bim arose from the 
loss of the ring. He looked upon it as a talisman of 
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excellent virtue, and moreover jKirccivcd tliat in cwc 
Balder slioidd pick it up, it might become the meaoi 
of identifying its owner and oUstructing his iJani 
But these were mere contingencies. The probabilitj 
was that young llehvyso would ultimately appear at 
his uncle's house, and would there be ensnared in tlia 
seductive meshes of Manctlio's web. Tlio ring vu 
most likely at the bottom of tlio Sound. So, sniiliiig 
his subtle feminine smile, the Eg}'ptiaxi fell asleep, to 
dream of the cordial welcome he would give his ex- 
pected guest 

Towards midnight of the same day lie approodici 
tlie house by way of the winding avenue, his violin- 
case safe in hand. lie steps out joyfully beneath the 
wide-spread minuet of twinkling stars. On his way 1» 
comes to a moss-grown IkjucIi at the foot of a mighty 
elm, — the bench on which ho sat with Helen during 
the stirring moments of their last inter\'icw. Manctlios 
soul overflows to-night witli flattering hopes, and ha 
has spare emotion for any demand. He drops on his 
knees beside this decayed old bench, and kisses it 
twice or thrice with tender vehemence ; stretches out 
his arms to em])race the air, and ripples .fortli a half- 
dozen sentences, — pleading, insinuating, passioD&te 
He can love her again as much as ever, now tliat the 
wrong done him is on the eve of requital 

But his mood is no less fickle tlian melting. Al- 
ia* B 
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ready be is up and away, almost dancing alnng tho 
shadowed, roDiautic tree-aisle, liis eyes tjlist«iiiiig liliick 
in tlie atarliglit, — no longer witli a lover's Insurious 
HBTow, but with tlie bappy anticipation of an artless 
child, promised a liolidny and playlhings. So liglitsome 
•nd expansive is Iilanetlio's beart, tbe hollow bcmi- - 
apbcre of heaven seems none too roomy for it 1 

Evil as well as good knows its luomGUts of bliss, — 
its hours' Hell is tlie lieaven of devils, and they 
want no better. Odea do tlio wf^os of sin conio 
laden witli a seeming blessing tlinC Lhoae of virtue 
lack. Tlie sinner looks npon Satan's face, and it is 
to him as the face of God ! 

But from the womb of this grim truth is bom a 
noble consolation. Were hell mere torment, and joy 
io heaven oidy, where were the good man's merit ? 
Only when tlio choice lies between two heavens — 
the sclfub and the unselfish — is the battle woi-thy 
the fightiug I Xo human soul dies from earth that 
attains not heaven, — that heaven which the heart 
chiefly sought while in this world ; and herefrom is 
the genesis of virtue. Sin brings its self-inflicted pen- 
alties there na here ; but hell is still the happiness 
of man, heaven of God 1 

lieachiug the house, Manctlio passed through the 
open door, crossed the boll with bis customary noise- 
tessness, and entered tbe conservatory. Despite tho 
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darkness, he was at once aware of the motionka 
group beneath the palm-trees. A stranger in the houn 
was something so unprecedented that he could not 
repress a throb of alarm. Nurse looked up and beck* 
oned him. Drawing near, he hcanl the long, deep 
breathing of the sleeper. With a sudden fore-gUmpse 
of tlie truth, he knelt down, and bent over the up- 
turned countenance. 

Though the beaixl was close-shaven and the hair 
cropped short, there could be no doubt about the face. 
His guest had come before him, and was lying defence* 
less at his feet; but Manctho harbored no thou«!ht of 
violence. lie pressed liis slender hands together with 
an impulse of sympathy. " Poor fellow ! " he whis- 
pered, "how he has suflcred! How Uie horror of 
blood-guiltiness must have tortured him I The noble 
Helwyse hair, — all gone I Too dear a price to pay 
for the mere sacrifice of a human life ! And pain 
and all might have been spared him, — poor follow! 
poor fellow ! " Manetho lacked but little of shedding 
tnie tears over the evidence of his dearest foe*s us^ 
less dread and anguish. Did he wish Balder to bring 
unduUcd nerves to his own torture-cliamber.? 

His lament over, Manetho turned to Nurse for such 
information regarding the guest's arrival and bcliavior 
^ she might have to communicate. Of hia own affair 
witli Balder he made no mention. The convereation 
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wos earned on by signs, Recording to a codo long since 
grown up between the two. ^Vllen the tale wns told, 
Xurse woa despntcbed to make ready Helen's room 
for the new-comer, and tliitlier did the two laboriously 
Itear bim, and laid him, still sleeping, on liia motber's 
bed. 



XXVI. 

MUSIC AND MADNESa 

BEFORE leaving Balder to his repose, Manctho 
paused to regain his breath, and to tlirow a 
glance round tlie room. It was a place he seldom 
visited. He had seen Helen's dead Ixxly lie on tliat 
bed, and the sight had bred in him an animosity 
against the chamber and everything it contained. 
After Doctor Glyphic*s death he had gratified this feel- 
ing in a characteristic manner. Possessing a genius 
for drawing second only to that for music, he had ex- 
ercised it on the walls of the room, originally modelled 
and tinted to represent a robin's egg. He mixed his 
colors with the bitter distillations of liis heart, and 
created the beautiful but ill-omened vision which long 
afterwards so disquieted Balder. — 

From the chamber he now repaired to the kitchen, 
which was in some respects the most attractive place in 
the house. Tlie smoky ceiling ; the cavemons cupboards 
opening into the walls ; the stanch dressers, polished by 
use and mottled with many an ancient stain ; the great 
black nmgc, which would have cooked a meal for a 
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I troop of men-at-arms, — all spoke of Iiomely hiimoD 
comfort Nurse had Manetho's meal ready for liira, 

1 and, having set it out on the table, she retired to 
her position in the chimney -comer. The Egyptian's 
spare body was ordinarily nourislied with little more 
than goes to the support of an Arab, and Nuree'a 
monotonous life must have been unfavomblc to large 
appetite. As for Gnulemah, — although young women 
are said to thrive and grow beautiful on a diet of 
morning dew, noonday sunshine, and evening mtst, 
— it scorns quite likely that sho ate no Il'sb than 
the health and activity of a Diana might naturally 
require. 

Mauetho made a gleeful repast, and Nurse looked 
on from her comer, externally as unattractive-looking 
a woman as one would wish to see. Nevertheless, had 
fibe been made as some clocks are, with a plate of 
glass over lier inner movements, she would have 
monopolized the clergyman's attention and impaired 
his appetite. He did not sit down to the table, but 
took up one viand after another, and ate as he walked 
to and fro the floor. Supper over, he crowned it with 
an unheard-of excess, — for Manetho was commonly a 
very temperate man. He brought from a cupboard a 
dusty bottle of priceless wine, which liad once enriched 
the cellar of a king of Spain. Drawing the cork, he 
pouxed some of the golden liquor into a slender glass. 
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while the spiritual aroma flowed irndsiblo along the 
air, visiting every darksome nook, and even saluting 
Nurse, who had long been a stranger to any such 
delicate attention. 

JIanctho filled two glasses, and then beckoned Nurse 
to come from her comer, and drink with liim. Forth 
she hobbled accordingly, looking more than usually 
ugly by reason of her surprise and embarrassment at 
the unexpected summons. Manetho, on the other hand, 
seemed to have cast aside his years, and to be once 
more the gi-aceful, sinuous, courteous youth, whose 
long black eyes had, long ago, seen Salome's hearts 
With an elegant gesture he handed her the brimming 
wineglass, accompanying it with a smile which well- 
nigh shook it from between her fingers. He took up 
his own glass, and said, — 

"I seldom drink wine. Nurse, — never, unless a laily 
joins me ! Once I drank with her whose chamber 
our guest now occupies; and once with another — " 
^lanetho paused. " I never speak her name. Nurse ; 
but we loved each other. I did not treat her welll" 
he murmured with a sigh, tears in his eyes. ** Were 
she here to-night, at her feet would I sue for pardon, — 
the renewal of our love. By my soul!** he cried, sud- 
denly, " I had thought to drink a far diflcrcnt toast ; 
but let this glass be drained to the memory of the 
sweet moments she and I have known together I 
Brink ! " 
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ne tossed oiT the vine. But poor Nuise, strangely 
agitated, dropped hers on the floor ; the precious liquor 
vaa BpiUed, and the glass shivered. She gazed be- 
Beecliingly at Manetha Could he not penetrate that 
mask to the face behind it? Is flesh bo miserably 
opnque that no spark of the inwardly burning soul can 
make itself felt or seen without ? Monetho saw only 
the broken glass and its wasted contents I 

" Yott are as dumsy as you are ugly I " said he. 
" Go back to your comer. I piust conirerae with my 
violin." 

She returned lieavily to her place, feeling tho 
darker aud colder beca\iSG that wine had been spilled 
before she could raise it to her lips. One taste, she 
fancied, might have l)egim a transformation in her life I 
But we kuow not the weight of the chains we lay 
upon our limbs. 

The Egyptian's buoyant humor had dismissed the 
whole matter in another moment. Ha opened his 
■violin-case, lovingly caressing tlie instrument as he 
took it out Tlien he tucked it fondly under his cliin, 
and resumed his walking. Tlie delicately potent wine 
warbled through his nerves, and tinted memory with 
imaginatioa 

Tlie bow, traversing the strings, drew forth from 
them a sweet and plaintive note, like the tender 
remonstrance of a neglected friend. No language says 
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80 much in so short space as music, nor will, till we 
banish those dead bones, consonants, and adopt tlie 
pure vowel sx)eech of infants and angels. 

" Ay, long have we been apart, my beloved one, and 
much have I needed thee I " murmured lif anetha " I 
yearned for thy soothing and refreshing voice; yea, 
death walked near me, because thou, my preserver, 
wast not by to guard me. But, rejoice I all is again 
well with us, — the hour of our triumph is near ! " 

The fine instrument responded, carolling forth an 
exquisite poean, — an ascending scale, mounting to a 
breathless ecstasy, and falling in slower melody along 
gliding waves of fortunate sound Tlie player drank 
each perfect note, till his pulses beat in unison with 
the rhythm. His violin and he were wedded loven 
since his youth, nor had discord ever come between 
them. 

" Two little children weaving flower-chains for each 
other in the grass. I said, ' The one tliat first comes 
to me shall be mine I ' And the little maiden arose, 
leaving her brother among the flowers. So one was 
taken and the other left But, behold! the brother 
has come to play with his sister once more j * 

Again tlie music — a divine philosopher's stone — 
touched the theme into fine-spun golden harmony. 
Tlie dusky kitchen, with its one dull lamp glimmering 
on tlio table, broadened with marble floors, and sprang 



aloft IB airy archea! Twinkling stare hung between 
the columns, burning with a fragrance like llowers. It 
was a summer morning, just before sunrise. Tlie clear 
faces of children peepcil from violet-strewn recesses 
vhcre tliey had passed tho niglit ; and, as their sweet 
ejea met, they shouted for joy, and mu to embrace one 
another. 

" Ob I my beloved," softly burst forth the Egyptian, 
•how blessed are we to-night'" lie touched the 
strings to a measured tune, following with a miuuet- 
«tcp up aad down tho floor. A faiitoetio BpecUcle I 
for as he passed and repassed the lamp, an elastic 
shadow crept noiselessly behind him, dodged beneatli 
his feet, and anon outstretched itself like a sudden 
pit yawning before him. "This night repays the 
dreary years tliat lie behind. How liave I outlasted 
them I Wliat had I fallen on the very threshold of 
requital ? — all I liad liopcd and labored for, a failure I " 

Here paused the tunc and the dance, and arose a 
weird dirge of compassion over wliat might have been I 
So moving was it, the player himself was melted. His 
dark nature showed its fairest side, — sensitive re- 
finement, grace of expression, flowing ease of manner. 
Quick was he in fancy, emotional, soft and strong, 
gentle and fiery. In this hour he bloomed, like some 
night- flowering plant, of perfume sweet but poiaonous. 
This was Manetho's apogee I 
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A^in his humor changed, and he became playful 
and frivolous. Had old Nurse in the comer been 
a little more personable, he might have caught 
lier round the waist, and forced her to tread a wild 
measure with him. But this unfolding of his facul- 
ties in the shower of good fortune had refined his 
lusthetic susceptibility. The withered, disfigured wo- 
man was no partner for him I 

She sat, following, with the intentncss of her single 
eye, his every motion, her head swaying in uncon- 
scious sympathy. Although her body sat so stiff and 
awkward in the chimney-scat, her spirit, inspired with 
the grace of love, was dancing with Manetho's. But 
tlie body kept its place, knowing that erelong he too 
must come to rest In the light of a vivid recollec- 
tion, the long tmct between fades and foreshortens, 
till only the Then and the Now are notable. How- 
ever, the light will jxile, the dusty miles outstretch 
tlicir lengtli once more, and the pilgrim find himself 
wearier than ever. 

But juean while the clergyman floats hither and 
thither like a wreath of black smoke blown about 
by a draught of air. One might have expected to 
sec him all at once vanish up the wide-mouthed chim- 
ney. The music seems to emanate less from tho in- 
strument than from the player ; it interprets and colon 
every motion and expression. His clianting and his 
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playiDg answer and supplement each otiier, lil^e stro- 
phe and antistrophe. 

" Let me tell tlice why I rejoice, that thy sympathy 
may increase my joy I 

■A beautiful woman, young, a fountain of fresh life, 
an ivory vase filled with eartlily flowers. The eye 
tliat gazes on her form is taken captive ; yea, her 
face intoxicates the senses. But she is poisonous, a 
queen of death, and her feet walk towards destruc- 
tion I 

"Supple and strong is sho as the serpent, quick 
and graceful as the panther. Food has she for nour- 
ishment, for Uie warming of the blood ; exercises for 
the body, to keep her healthful and fair. . Her triumph 
is in the flesh, — sho finds it perfect. Tlio flesh she 
deems divine, — the earth, a heaven I 

"Books, the world of men, — she knows not: sees 
in herself Creation's cause and centre; in God, but 
the myriad rcflcx of her beauty. Self is her God, 
whom she worships in thunder and lightning, in sun 
and stflps, in firo and water. Dreaming and waking 
are alike real to her: sho knows not to divide tnith 
from falsehood. 

"Whom should sho thank for health, for life and 
birth? She is horn of the firo that hums in her own 
bosom. To her is nothing lawful nor unlawful. No 
tie hinds her soul to solvation. A fair ship is she, 
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but rudderless, and the wind blows on the rocks. Let 
God save her if lie will — and can ! ** 

The inspiration of the Arab iinprovisatore would 
have seemed tame beside Manetho*s nervous exalta- 
tion. Save for the tingling satire of the violin-strings^ 
his rhapsody might easily have lapsed to madness. 
From this point, however, his rapture somewliat 
abated, and ho began to descend towards prose, lus 
music clothing him downwards. 

" As for me, I have bowed down before her, pam- 
pering her insolent majesty, preserving her poison to 
rancor first in her father's heart Of him, death robbed 
me ; but the son, — the brother is left Even death 
spared brother and sister to each other I 

" A handsome man ! worthy to stand by her. * Never 
fairer couple sprang from one stem. They love each 
other, — and shall love ! — more than ever brother and 
sister loved before. But they shall bo bound by a tie 
so close that the mere tie of blood hangs loose beside 
it ! Then shall night come down on tliem, — a night 
no rising sun shall ever chase away. In tliat darkness 
will I speak — " 

This devilish monologue ended abruptly here. Tlie 
faithful instnnnent, whoso responsive sympathy had 
never failed him, jarringly snapped a string I A sting 
of anguish pricked through Manetho's every nerve. 
His fictitious buoyancy evaporated like steam, — he 



barely made shift to totter to a chair. Laying the 
violiu with tremling haoda on the table, his head 
dropped ou his arms beside it ; and there was a. long, 
feverish silence. 

At length he raised liis haggard face, and, supporting 
it upon his hands, ho gazed at the figure in the chiiu-. 
ney-comer; and began, in a tone sullen and devoid of 
animation as November rain, — 

"Wliy did you force yourself upon me? — not for 
Guuleraah's sake, I think. Not for money, — you liave 
had none. Not for love of mo cither, I fancy, — grisly 
harpy ! 

" Once I suspected you of being a spy. You walked 
among pitfalls then 1 But wliat spy would sit for 
eighteen years without speech or movement! You 
have been useful too. No one could have filled your 
pkce, — with your one eye and dumb moutli ! 

" Did you hate Thor ! were you my secret ally 
against him ? But how could you fathom my pur- 
poses enough even to help me T And what wrong has 
he done you terrible enough for such revenge as mine ? 
What human being, except JIanctho, could hold an 
unwavering purpose so many years ? Have you never 
pitied or relented ? Sometimes I have almost wavered 
myself I 

" What name and history have you buried, and never 
shown me ? Why have you spent your dumb life in 
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this seclusion ? You are a mystery, — yet a mystery 
of my own making I I might as wisely dissect my 
violin to find where lurks the music. A mass of wood 
and strings, — the music is from me I 

" Have you a thought of preventing the scheme I 
spoke of to-night?" The Egyptian leaned far across 
the table, the better to scrutinize the unanswering 
woman's face. Her eye met his with a steady intelli- 
gence that disconcerted him. 

" Are you a woman ? " he muttered, drawing Lack, 
"and have you no pity on the children whom you 
nursed in their infancy? — not any pity ! as implacable 
— almost more implacable than I ? But think of her 
beauty and innocence, — for is she not innocent as 
yet ? Would you see her forever ruined, — and stretch 
forth no saving hand ? ** Nurse moved her head up 
and down, as in slow, deliberate assent ^fanetho, 
beholding the reflection in her of his own moral de- 
formity, was filled witli abhorrence 1 

" More liideous within than without, — you demon ! 
come to haunt me and make mo w^icked as yourself. 
It was you snapped the chord of my music, — that 
better spirit which had till then saved me fVom your 
si>ells I ily evil genius I I know you now, though 
never until this moment" 

This madman was not the first sinner who, hapxxiii- 
ing to catcli an outside glimpse of liis interior grime. 



has tried to cheat hia scared conscience by on outer/ 
of "Devil 1 — devill" la there not a touch of pathos 
in the vanity of the situation T - For the cry ia in part 
sincere; no man can be so wholly evil, while in this 
vorld, as quite to divorce the better angel from hia 
0OuL But alaa I for the poor righteous indignation. 
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PEACE AND GOOD-Wn.L 

BALDER HEL^VYSE, dumfounded l>eforo tlio 
revelation of the clock, might have stared hini- 
8clf iuto imbecility, had not he heard his name si>okeii 
in sweet human music, and, tuniiiig, beheld Gnulcmali 
peeping through the doorway down the halL 

Therc was no great distance between them, yet sho 
seemed immeasurable sjiaces away. Against the bright 
background of the conser\'atory her form stood dark, the 
outlines softened by semi-transjiarent edges of drai)ci}'. 
But the dull red lamplight lit duskily up the folds of 
lier robe, her golden ornaments, and the black tarns, 
her eyes. She appeared to waver between the ligUt of 
heaven and the lurid gloom of heaven's opposite. 

Ikilder came hastily towards' her, waving her back. 
lie was superstitiously anxious tliat sho should re- 
turn unshadowed to the clear outer sunshine, instead 
of joining him in this tomb of dead bones and 
darkness. Darkness might indeed befriend liis own 
ini])erfections ; but should Gnulemah be dimmed to 
sootlie his vanity? 

13 • 
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Such emLlematic fancies are common to lovora, 
wliose ideal passion tends always to eymbolism, But 
to tliose w]io have never loved, it will bo enough to say 
that the young man Telt an instinctive desire to spare 
Onulemali the ugly spectacle in tlie clock, and was 
perhaps not unwilling to escape Train it himself! 

She awaited him, in the bright doorway, like an 
angcl come to lead him to a better world, " Do not 
leave me any more I " she said, putting her hand in 
his, " Von did not do tlie thing you tliought^ I^t 
U3 be together, and droam no nioic sucb sadness 1" 

"Is her innocence strong enough to protect lier 
against tliat sinful deluge of confession I poured out 
uix»n her?" thought Ilelwyse, glancing at her face. 
" Has it fallen from her liarntlcss, like water from a 
bird's breast? And am I after all no murderer!" 

Doubt nor accusation was in her eyes, but soft 
feminine faith. Her eyes, — rather than liavo lost 
the deep intelligence of their dark light. Balder 
■would have consented to blotting from heaven its 
Jiost of stars 1 Tlirough them shone on him, — not 
ju.stice, but the divine injustice of woman's love! 
That wondrous bond, more subtile than light, and 
more enduring than ailamant, had leagued her to him. 
Consecrated by the blessing of her trust, lie must not 
dare distrust himself. If the past were blindly wrong, 
she waa the God-given clew to guide him right. 
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An unspeakable tenderness melted them both,— 
bim for what he received, her for what she gave. The 
rich bud of their love bloomed at once in full, fragrant 
stateliness. Tlieir hearts, left unprotected by their 
out-opened anns, demanded shelter, and found it ia 
nestling on each other. Heaven touched earth in the 
tremulous, fiery calm of their meeting lii>s, — magnets 
whose currents flowed from tlie mysterious poles of 
humanity. 

At such moments — the Imppiest life counts but 
few — angels draw near, but veil their happy eyes. 
Spirits of evil grind their teeth and frown; and, for 
one awful instant, perceive their own deformity I 

I>efore yet that dear embrace had lasted an eternity, 
tlie man felt the woman shiver in Iiis anna The 
celestial heights and spaces dwindled, the angelic 
music fainted. Heaven rolled back and left them 
alone on earth. ^lanetho stood on the threshold be- 
tween tlie sphinxes, wearing such a smile as God bos 
never doomed us to see on a child's face I 

To few men comes the opportunity of facing in 
tliis life those whom they believed they had put out 
of it One might expect the }>alpable assurance of 
tlie victim's sur\'ival would electrify the fancied mur- 
derer. But to Balder's mind, his personal responsi- 
bility could not be thus lightened; and any emotion 
of selfish relief was therefore denied him. On the 
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oUier hand, such inferences ns he had been able to 
draw from things seen and heard were not to Mnne- 
tlio's advantage 'Wliile lie could not but rojoice to 
have been spared actually Inirr^'ing a soul from the 
life of free will to an unchangeable eternity, yet liia 
dominant instinct was to ninn lilmsclf for the hos- 
tile issues still to arise. Ho looked at the being 
through whom his own life had received so dork a 
atiun with stem, keen eyca, 

Gnulcmah remained vitliin the circle of her lover's 
arm. Slio seemed but little interested in MaiicUio's 
appeatunce, save in so far as he invaded the sanctity 
of bcr new immortal privilege. She had never known 
anxiety on his account; ho had never appealed to her 
feeling for himself. If she loved Iiim, it ^vas with an 
affection unconscious because untried. She liad shiv- 
ered in Balder's embrace at tlio moment of the Egyp- 
tian's presence, but before having set eyes on him. 
Had the nearness of his discordant spirit- — his famil- 
iar Eace unseen — mode her conscious of an evil ema- 
nation from him, else unperceived ? 

Manetho, to do him justice, assumed anything but 
a hostile attitude. His pleasure at seeing the pair so 
Tell affected towards each other was plainly mani- 
fested. Ho clasped his hands together, then extended 
them with a gesture of benedictioa and greeting, and 
came forward. His swarthy face, narrowing from brow 
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to chin, if it could not be frank and licartj, at least 
expressed a friendliness which it Imd been ungracious 
to mistrust 

" Yes, son of Tlior, I live I God has been merciful 
to both of us. Let one who knew your father take 
your hand. Believe that whatever I have fell for 
him, I now feel for you, — and more!" 

The speaker had cast aside the fashionable clothes 
which he was in the habit of wearing during his jotir- 
noys abroad, probably witli a view to guard again»: 
being conspicuous, and was clad in antique priestly 
costume. A curiously figured and embroidered robe 
fell to his feet, and was confined at the waist by a long 
girdle, whicli also passed round his shoulders, after tlic 
manner of a Jewish ephod. It invested him with a 
dignity of presence such as ordinary garments would 
not have snggesteA Tliis, combined with the uncx* 
l>cctedly pacific tone of his address (its somewlio; 
fantastic formality suiting well with that of his appear- 
ance), was not without efTect on Balder. He gave his 
hand witli some cordiality. 

" Yours, also ? " continued the other, addressing 
Gnulomah with an involuntary deference tluit sur- 
prisod her lover. She complied, as a princess to licr 
subject This incident seemed to indicate their posi- 
tion relatively to Oiich other. Had the wily I^'ptian 
played Ihe slave so well, as finally in good earnest to 
liave become one ? 
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The three stood for a momeDt joined in a circle, 
through which wliat incongnioua passiona were circu- 
lating I But Gnulemah Boon withdrew the hand held 
by Mauetho, and sent it to seek the one chisped by 
Balder. Tlie priest turned cold, and atejiped hack ; 
and, after an appearance of mental struggle, eaid 
huskily,— 

"Hiero ia foi:gotteii; you are all for the stranger I" 

" Tou never told me who lived beyond the wall," 
teturncd Gnulemah, with simple dignity j and added, 
" You are no less to me than before, but Balder is 
— my love!" The last words came shyly from her 
lips, and she swayed gently, like a noble tree, towards 
him she named. 

Ifanetlio's lips worked against each other, and his 
body twitched lie was learning tlie difference between 
theory and practice, — dream and fact. His subtle 
scliemes had been dramas enacted by variations of him- 
aelf. No allowance had been made for the working of 
spirit on spirit ; even liis special part had been de- 
signed too narrowly, with but a single governing emo- 
tion, whereas he already found himself assailed by an 
anarchic host of them. 

" Gnulemah I " he cried at length, " my study, — my 
tliought, — my purpose, — body of my ho])es and 
prayers ] " lie knelt and bowed himself at her feet, 
in the Oriental posture of worship, and went on with 
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rising passion: — "'My secrets have bloomed in thy 
beauty, — been music in thy voice, — darkened in tliinc 
eyes ! my flower — fascinating, terrible ! — the time 
is ripe for the gathering, for the smelling of Uic per- 
fume, for the kissing of the jietals ! I must yield tlioe 
up, my idol ! but in thy hand are my life and my 
reason, — yea, Gnulemah, thou art all I am !* 

The tears, gestures, voice, witli which Afanetho 
th\is delivered himself, shocked the Northern taste of 
Ilidwyse. Through the semi-scriptural, symbolic lan- 
guage, he fancied he could discern a basis of material- 
ism so revolting that the man of the world — the lover 
now ! — listened with shame and anger. Here was a 
professed woi-shipiHjr of Gnulemah, who ascribed to 
hvv no nobler worth than to be the incarnation of his 
own desires and passions ! It was abject self-idolatnr, 
tliouglit Balder, masixuerading as a lofty form of ideali- 
zation. 

The priest's mind was in a more complex condition 
than r>aklcr imagined. His absor^)tion in Gnulemah, 
if only as she was the instrument of his dominant 
]>urposc, must have Ixjcn complete; the success (as ho 
doomed il) of his life was staked on her. But, in ad- 
dition to this, the unhapi>y man had, unwittingly, and 
with the vchemonce of his ill-onlered nature, grown to 
h)ve the poison-dmught brewed for his enemy! When 
the enemy*s lips touched the cup, did Manctho fint 
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become aware that it brimmed with the brewer's own 
life-blood t 

Yet it might have been foreseen. He loved her, not 
because she was identified with his aims, nor even be- 
cause she was beautiful, but (and not incousiatently 
with his theoretical belief in her devilishness) because 
she was pure and true. Under tlio persuasion that Iio 
was influencing her nature in a manner only ])ossible, 
if at all, to a moral and physical despot, lie had him- 
self been ruled by her stronger and lortier spirit. The 
transcendent cunning on wliich he had pi'idud himself, 
as regarded his plan of educathig Gmilcniali, liad 
amounted to little more tlian imbecile inaction. 

As Alaoetho prostrated himself, and even tonclieil 
the hem of Gnulcmah's robe to his forehead, Balder 
looked to see licr recoil; but she maintained a com- 
posure which argued her not iintiscd to such Iiomage. 
So much evil (albeit unintentionally) had the Egyptian 
done her, that she could surfer, while she alighted, his 
worship. Yet, in the height of her proud superior- 
ity to liim, she turned with sweet submission to her 
lover, and, obedient to his whisper, gathcreil up her 
purple mantle and passed through the green conserva- 
tory to her own door, tliroiigh which, with a backwnnl 
I»arting glance at her master, she superbly vanished. 
Balder had disliked the scene throughout, yet hb love 
was greater than before. An awe of the woman whoso 



A 



PEACE AlO) GOOD-WILL. 297 

innate force could command a nature like tliis priest's 
seemed to give liia passion for her a more vigorous 
fibre. 

The two men were now left alone to come to what 
understanding tliey might ifanetho rose to liis feet» 
obliquely eying Ilelwyse, and spoke with the man- 
ner and tone of true humility, — 

" You have seen me in my weakness. I am but a 
broken man, Balder Helwyse." 

" We had better speak the plain truth to each other," 
said Balder, after a pause. "You can have no cause 
to bo friendly to me. I cannot extenuate what I did. 
I think I meant to kill you." 

"You were not to blame I" exclaimed the other, 
vehemently, holding up his hands. " You had to deal 
with a madman I " 

'^ It is a strange train of chances has brought as 
together again ; it ought to be for some good end. I 
came here unawares, and, but for this ring, should 
not liave knowTi that we had met before."* 

" I lie under your suspicion on more accounts than 
one," observed Manetho, glancing in the otiier's face. 
" I have assumed your uncle's name, and the disposal 
of his propeity ; and I have concealed his dcatli ; but 
you shall be satisfied on all points. The cliild, too, 
Gnulemah I — I have kept her from sight and knowl- 
edge of the world, but not without reason and pur- 
is* 







pose, B8 ytm shall hear. Ah I I am but a poor broken 
man, liable, u you have seen, to fits of madness and 
extrav^uce. Yoa shall hear eTeiytbing. And listen, 
— as a witness that I shall speak truth, I will say 
my Gay berore the face of Hiero Glypbio yonder, and 
upon the steps of his altar I See, I desire neither to 
palliate nor falsify. Shall we go in T " 

With some repugnance Helwyse followed the 
priestly figure through the low-browed door. He had 
seen too much of men to allow any instinctive aversion 
to influence him, in the absence of logical evidence. 
And this man's words sounded fair; bia frank admis- 
sion of occasional insanity accounted for many anoma- 
lies. Keverthelcss, and apart from any question of 
personal danger, Balder felt ill at ease, like animals 
before a thunder-storm. As he sat down beside his 
companion on the steps of the black altar, and glanced 
up at the yellow visage that presided over it, ha tried 
to quiet his mind in vain ; even the thought of Gnu- 
lemah yielded a vague anxiety I 
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TIIE ring, which Balder had taken off witli the 
intention of returning it to its owner, still re* 
]naincd between his thumb and finger; and as lie sal 
under the gloom of the altar, its excellent brilliancy 
caught his eye. He had never examined it minutely. 
It Wfis pure as virtue, and possessed similar power to 
charm the dusky air into seven-hued beauty. A foun- 
tiin of lustrc continually welled up from its interior, 
like an exhaustlcss spring of wisdom. From amidst 
the strife of the ^ tie serpents it shone serenely forth, 
with divine assurance of good, — eternal before the 
battle began, and inmiortal after it should cease. Tlw 
light refreshed the somewhat jaded Ilelwyse, and dur- 
ing the ensuing inter\'iew he ever and anon renewed 
tlic draught. 

r>ut the Egyptian seemed to address a silent invo* 
cation to the mummy. The anti-spiritual kind of 
immortality belonging to mummies may liave been 
congenial to ^Ianotho*s soul. Awful is that loneliness 
wlvich even the pix)S][)ect of death has deserted, and 
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■wliich innat prolong itself throughout a lifeless and 
hopokss Forever I If Manetlio could imagine any 
bond of relationship between this perennial death's-head 
and himself, no marvel that he cherished it jealously, 

" You shall hear first about myself," said the priest ; 
"yet, truly, I know not how to begin I No mind can 
know another, nor even its own essential secrets. My 
time has been full of visions and unrealities. I am 
the victim of a thing which, for lack of a better name, 
1 call myself 1 " 

" ITot a mro sickness," remarked Btilder. 

" A ghost no spell can lay ! It grasps tlio rudder, 
and steers towards gulfs the will abhors. A crew of 
unholy, mutinous impulses fling abroad words and 
thoughts unrecognizable. Xot Kfanetho talked in the 
blackness of that niglit ; but a devil, to whom I lis- 
tened shuddci'ing, unable to control him!" 

"The Kevcrend Manetho Glyphic, my cousin by 
adoption, — and sometimes a devil !" muttered Balder, 
musingly. " I liad forgotten him." 

People are more prone to err in fancying themselves 
riglitcous, than the reverse ; nevertheless, the course 
and limits of self-deception are indefinite. It is within 
possibility for a man to believe liimsclf wicked, whilo 
his actual conduct is ridiculously blameless, even 
praiseworthy 1 Although intending to mislead Balder, 
Manetho's utterances were true to a degree unsuspected 
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by liimselC He ^ra8 more true than had he tried to 
be so, because truth lay too profound for his recog- 
nition I 

"A shallower man," he resumed, "would bear a 
grudge against the hand that clutched his throat; Init 
I own no relationship to the madman yon cliastisetl 
And there are deep reasons why I must set your 
fatliers son al)ove all other men in my regard." 

" ily fatlicr seldom spoke of you, and never as of an 
especial friend," interposed the ingenuous Balder. 

" lie knew not my feeling towards him, nor would 
he have comprehended it It is a tiling I myself can- 
scarce understand. To the outward eye there is justcr 
cause for hatred than for love. 

" I will speak openly to you what has hitherto kin 
between my heart and God. Before Thor saw your 
mother, I had loved her. My life's hope M-as to many 
lier. Tlior came, — and my hope lingered aud died 
For it, was no resurrection," Here Manetho Jirokc all 
at once into sobs, covering his face with his hands; 
and when he continued, liis voice was softened witli 
tears. 

" Thor called her to him, and she gladly went Ho 
stonned and carried with ease the fortress which, at 
best, I could hope only slowly to undermine. She 
loved him as women love a conqueror ; slie might have 
yielded me, at most, the grace of a condescendiiig 
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queen. I kept silence : to whom could I epeak f I 
)ia!d felt great ambitions, — to become honored and 
£unou8y — to preach the goepel as it had not yet been 
pieacbed, -» all ambitions tliat a lover may feel But 
the tree died for lack of nourishment See what is 
kft!* 

He opened out his arms with a gesture wanting 
neither in paUuw nor dignity. Balder could not but 
•ympathiie with what he felt to be a genuine emotion. 

^ Amidst the ruins of my Iklemphis, I kept silence. 
I bated — myself ! for my powerlessness to keep her. 
In my hours of madness I hated her too, and him ; but 
tliat was madness indeed ! Deeper down was a sanity 
that loved him Since he liad motle my love his, I 
must love him. So only might I still love her. The 
only beauty left my ruins was that ! 

* She died ; and with her would have died all sanity, 
— all love, but that her children kept me bock from 
worse ruin than was mine already. They were a link 
to bind me to the good. Now Tlior is dead, but still 
his son — her son — survives. Hence is it that you 
mre more to me than oUier men." 

* Did Doctor Glyphic know nothing of tliis ? ** 

" I never told him of either my hope or my despair, 
lly beloved master I he lived and died witliout sua- 
picion that I had striven to be a brother as well as son 
to him.** 
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" When did he die ? " 

" Eighteen years ago,'' said Manetho, solemnly. *Toi 
are the first to \^']iom his death lias been reveilai 
Beloved master! have I not obeyed thy villT* iai 
he looked up to his master's parchment visage. 

" I discovered his death for myself, you know * ob- 
served Ilehvyse. " But it could not have been new 
than eighteen years since my father, then on the poui 
of departure for Europe, saw Iliero Glypliic alive !' 

" Yes, yes ! Did he ever tell you wliat passed - 
that inter\'iew?" demanded Manetho, eagerly. 

" Little more than a farewell, I think. Tlicrc wii 
some talk about the estate. At my uncle's dcaUi, tLc 
house was to come to you, the property to my father i« 
his heira. But neither expected at that time tliftl i^ 
was to be their last meeting." 

" Was no one mentioned beside Tlior's cliiUncn And 
myself?" asked the priest, looking askant at Baloeru 
he sj>oke. 

" No ; my uncle neither had nor expected chiUrec 
as far as I know I" 

" Thor did not see her, — Gnulemah ? " 
," (inuloniiih ? — how sliould he have accn hcrt* a- 
clainuMl Bidder, in suri>rise. 

" Then her mystery remains I " said Manetho, look- 
ing up. 

He Iu\il perhaps doubted whether any suspicioD of 
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who Gnulemah redly was had foabd its way to the 
joung man's mind. The lattei's reception of his 
question reassured him. There could be no risk in 
catering to his aroused curiosity. The aocount Mane- 
tho now gave was true, though falsehood lurked in 
the pftusff^i 

* That day Thor came, I left the house early in the 
mcmung. It was night when I returned; and Thor 

gone. The house was dark, and at first there 
no sound. But presently I heard the Toice of a 
child, murmuring and babbling baby words. I passed 
Uuough the outer hall and the conservatory, and 
came to where we now are. The lamp was burning, 
AS it lias burned ever since. 

* I saw him lying on the altar steps, — lying so I '* 
Marrying act to word, the Egyptian slid down and 
lay prostrate at the altar's foot * Ue was dead and 
cM I ** be added ; and gave way to a shuddering out- 
burst of grief 

Balder's nerves were a little staggered at this tale, 
with its heightening of dramatic action and morbid 
ciicomstance ; and he was silent until the actor (if 
rach he were) was in some degree repossessed of 
himselt Then he asked, — 

-What of the child T- 

*I have named her Gnulemah. She played about 
the dead body, bright and careless as the flame of 



DETBOTHAL. 303 

the lamp. Wlienco she came she could not tell, nor 
had I seen her before that day. It seemed that, at 
the moment mj master's life burned out^ hcis flamed 
up; and since that day it lias lighted and wanned 
my solitude." 

" And Doctor Glyphic — " 

"I embalmed him I" cried Manetho, clasping Lis 
liands in grotesque enthusiasm. "It was my privi- 
lege and my consolation to render his body immortal 
In my grief I rejoiced at the opportunity of mani- 
festing my devotion. Not tlie proiidest of the Pha- 
raohs was more sumptuously preserved tlian he ! In 
tliat labor of love there was no cunning secret of 
the art that I did not employ. Night and day I 
worked alone; and while he lay in Uie long nitre 
kith, I watched or slept beside him. Tlicn I cn- 
wound liim thousand-fold in finest linen smeared with 
fmgrant gum, and hid his beloved form iu the coflin 
he bad chosen long before." 

" Did my uncle choose this form of burial ? " 

" He lived in ]ioi)es of it ! It was his wish tliat 
liis body might be disposed as became his name, and 
the passion that had ruled his life. Me only did he 
deem worthy of the task, and equal to it. Had I 
died before liiiu, his fairest ho^X) would have been 
blighted, his life a failure I " 

*' A dead failure, truly I " muttered Balder, impelled 

T 
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by the very grcTTsoineness of the suliject to jest 
about it "Was liia loftiest aspiration to mummy 
and be mummied ? — But yours was a dangerous 
office to fulfil, Coufiin Manetho. Had the death got 
abroad, you might have been suspected of foul play ! " 

" The cause was worth the risk," replied tlie other, 
aentcnttously. 

Helwyso shot a keen look at his companion, but 
could discern in him none of tlie common symptoms 
of guilt. Hie priest, however, was a mine of sunless 
riddles, one lode connecting with another; it was idle 
attempting to explore them all at once. So tlie young 
man recurred to that vein wliich was of most im- 
mediate interest to himself. 

"Have you no knowledge concerning Gnulcmah's 
origin ? " he inquired. 

ilanetho laid liis long brown hand on Baldcr's arm. 

"If she be not Gnulemali, daughter of fire, it must 
rest with you to give her another name," said he. 

" I care not who was her fatlicr or ber mother," 
rejoined the lover, after a short silence ; " Gnulemah 
is herself!" 

The lithe fingers on hia arm clutched it hard for 
a moment, and ilanetho averted his face. Wlien he 
turned again, hia features seemed to express exulta- 
tion, mingled with a sinister flavor of some darker 
emotion. 
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"Son of Tlior, you have your father's frankness. 
Do you love her?" 

"You saw that I loved her," returned Balder, his 
black eyes kindling somewhat intolerantly. 

"If I can hasten by one hour the consumroation 
of that love, my life will liave been worth the Uv- 

ing ! " 

" Tliat 's kindly spoken! " exclaimed Ilelwysc, heart- 
ily ; and, 0})ening his istrong white hand, he took the 
narrow brown one into its grasp. He had not been 
prcixired for so friendly a profession. 

"^Vhcn I have seen your soul tied to hers in a 
knot that even death may not loosen, — and if it be 
permitted me to tie the knot, I shall have drained the 
cup of earthly happiness ! " lie spoke with a dchl>- 
emte intensity not altogether pleasant to tlie ear. He 
would not relinquish Haider's hand, as ho continued 
in his high-strung vein, — 

" I know at last for whom my flower has bloomed. 
Through the world, across seas, by strange accidents 
has Trovidcuce brought you safe to this spot ; and has 
made you what you are, and her incomparable among 
women. — You love her with heart and soul. Balder 
Ilelwyse ? " 

"So that the world seems frail, and I — except for 
my love — insignificant I " 

In the sudden emphasis of his question, Manetho 




had risen to hia feet ; and Balder likewise had atart«d 
up, before giving his reply. As he spoke the words 
strongly forth, his swartliy companion seemed to catch 
them in the air, and breathe them in. Slowly an 
expression of joy, that could hardly be called a smile, 
veiled forth from his long eyea, and forced its way, 
with dark persistency of glee, through all hia face. 

■ By you only in the world would X have her loved I " 
he said ; and repeated it more than once. 

He remained a fall minute leaning with one arm on 
the altar, hia eyes abstracted. Then he said abruptly, — 

" Wiy not be married soon ? " 

The lover looked up tjuestioniugly, a deep throb in 
liis heart 

" Soon — soon ! " reiterated Manetho. " Lovo ia a 
thing of moments more than of years, I know it! 
Do you stand idle while GuulemaL awaits you ? We 
may die to-morrow I " 

" I have no right to hurry her," said Helwyso in 
a low voice. "She knows nothing of the world. I . 
would many her to-morrow — " 

" To-morrow ! why not to-day ? Why wait ? that 
she may learn the falselioods of society, — to flirt, dress, 
gossip, crave flattery ! Why do you hesitate t Speak 
out, sou of Tliorl" 

" I have apoken. Do you doubt me i Were it pos- 
sible, she should be my wife tliia hour I " 
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" Oh ! " munnurcd Manctlio, the incisiveness of liis 
manner melting away as suddenly as it came; "now 
have you proved your love. You shall be made one, 
— one I — to-day. Four-and-tweiity years ago this 
day, I married your parents on this very spot. Tlie 
anniversary shall become a double one ! '* 

Tlie black eye-sockets of the mummy stared Balder 
in the face. But at a touch from ^lanetho, he turned, 
and saw Gnulemah, bright with beautiful enchantment^ 
in the doorway. 

" Yes, to-day I " he said impetuously. 

" You shall wed her witli that ring ! " whispered the 
victorious tempter in his ear. " Go to her ; tell her 
what marriage is I I will call you soon.'* 

The lover went, and the woman, coming forward, 
sweetly met liim half-way. But glancing back again 
before passing out, Balder saw that the priest Iiail 
vanished ; and the lamp, flickering above the mummy's 
dry features, wrought them into a shadowy semblance 
of emotion. 
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MANETHO neither wale through the granite 
floor, nor ascended in tlie snioke of the lamp. 
He unlocked a door (to the panels of which tlie clock 
iros affixed, and which it concealed) and let himself 
into lib private study, a room scarce seven feet wide, 
tliou^li corresponding in length and lieight with the 
dimensions of the outer temple. Boolcs and pni>cr3 
were kept here, and such other things of a private or 
valuable nature as Munctlio wished should ho inac- 
cessihle to outsiders. Against tlie wall opposite the 
door stood a heavy mahogany table ; beside it, a deep- 
bottomed chair, in which the priest now sat down. 

The room was destitute of windows, properly so 
called. Tlie walls were full twenty feet high ; and 
at a distance of some sixteen feet from the floor, a 
series of low horizontal apertures pierced the masonry, 
allowing the light of heaven to penetrate in* an em- 
barrassed manner, and hesitatingly to reveal the inte- 
rior. Viewed from without, these narrow slits would 
be mistaken for mere architectural indentations. To 
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the inhabitant they were of more importance, con- 
tracted though they were ; and albeit one could not 
look out of them, they sensed as vcntiLitors, aud to 
distinguish between fine and cloudy weather. 

In his earlier and more active days, Manetho IiaJ 
lived and worked throughout the whole extent of this 
study, and it had been kept clean and orderly to its 
remotest corner. But as years passed, and the range 
of his sympatliies and activities narrowed, the ends 
of tlie room had gradually fallen into dusty neglect, 
till at length only the small space about tlie chair anil 
table was left clear and available. The rest was im- 
peded l)y books, instrimients of science, and endless 
chaotic rubbish ; while spiders had handed down tlieir 
ever-broadening estates from father to child, tkrougli 
innumerable Araneida^an generations. A gray uni- 
formity had thus come to overspread everything ; and 
with the exceptions of a crack(Ml celestial globe, and 
the end of a worm-eaten old ladder, there was nothing 
to catch the attention. 

Here might the Egyptian indulge himself in what- 
ever extravagances of word or act ho chose, securo 
from sight or hearing ; and here had lie spent many an 
hour in such solitary exercises as no sane mind can 
conceive. To him the room was thick with associa- 
tions. Here had he pursued his studies, or helped the 
Doctor in his erratic ex]^)eriments and research ; here. 
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iritb Helen in his thoughts, he had sliaped out a career, 
— not all of Clinstian humility and cliarity, perhaps, 
but at least unstained by positive sin, ami not unmind- 
ful of domestic happiness. Here, again, liad Salome 
visited him, bringing discord and doliglit in equal 
partd ; for at times, with the strong heat of youUi, he 
bad vowed to love only her and to forsake ambition ; 
and anon the bloodless counsels of worldly power and 
welfare banished her with a curaa for having crossed 
Ilia path. Head and lioart u-ei-e alwaj-s at war in 
Manetho. The talismanic diamond flashe<I or waned, 
and fiercely wriggled the little fighting serpents. 

At length Tlior Helwyse's gauntlet was tJirown into 
the ring ; and peace — if still present to outward seem- 
ing — abode not in tlio feverish soul of the Egj'ptian. 
But it was his nature to dissemble, lu tliis room he 
bad often outwatched the night, chewing the cud of his 
wrongs, invoking vengeance upon the tliworter of liis 
hopes, and swearing through his teeth to even the 
balance between tliem. The black serpent held the 
golden one helpless in bis coils. The obtuse Doctor, 
Plundering in at morning, would find his adopted son 
n-ith pallid cheeks and glittering eyes, but ever ready 
with a smile and pleasant greeting, obedience and help. 
Hiero Glypbic, however wayward and cross-grained, . 
never hod cause to censure tliia creature of his, — to re- 
mind him that he might have been food for crocodiles. 
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Manctho's dissimulation was almost witliout flaw. 
Even IIolcii, whose fancy had phiycd witli hiui at fii-st, 
but who in time had indolently yielded to the fascina- 
tion exerted over her, and even gone so far ns to i^ennit 
his adulation, and accept in the ring the uiystic plcdj^e 
thereof (during all the countless ages of its cx^>crience 
it had never touched woman's hand before), — even 
she, when her lazy heart and overbearing spirit were at 
length aroused and quelled by the voice rather of a 
master than suitor, was deceived by forsaken ^lauetho's 
nnrudlcd face, gentle voice, and downcast eyes. She 
told herself that his love had never dared be warmer 
than a kind of worship, like that of a ]xigan for his 
idol, apart from human i)assion; such, at all events, 
had been her undei-stinding of his attentions. As to 
tlie ring, it had been tendeitid as an oflcring at tho 
shrine of abstmct womanhood; to return it too soon 
would imply a suppasition of more personal sentiment 
Neither must Thor see it, however; his rough sense 
would fail to appreciate her fine-drawn distinction. So 
she concealed it in her bosom, and Manctho's serpents 
wore ever between Thor and his wife's heart Sho 
was false both to huslxxnd and lover. 

Great Thor, meanwliile, pitied tho slender Egyptian, 

and in a kindly way despised him, with Lis supple 

nianners, quiet words, and religious studies. To the 

young priest's timid yet earnest request for permission 

u 
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to pronoiiDce the mRTringe-Bervice of liim and liis bride, 
Tiior dsseated with gruif lieaitiness. 

" M&rry us t Of course I marry ua as fast as you 
can, if it gives you any pleasure, my friend of the croco- 
dile. A good beginoiug for your ministerial career, — 
marrj-ing a couple who love each other as much as Kell 
and I da Eh, Nellie ? " 

The ceremony over, Manetbo had retired to bis 
study, and there passed tlie night, — tlieir marriage- 
night ! What words and tones, wliat twistings of face 
and body, did those passionless walls see and hear ? 
How the smooth, studious, submissive priest yearned 
for power to work his will for one day I And as tlio 
cool, still morning sheared the lustre from liis lamp- 
flame, how desolate ho felt, witli his hatred and despair 
and blagphemiiig rage I Evil passions are but poor 
company, in the early morning. 

But was not Salome left him i Tlie only sincerely 
tender words he had ever spoken to woman had been 
said to her : his humblest and happiest tlioiights liod 
been born of their early acquaintance, — before he liad 
raised liis eyes to the proud and languid mistress. Yet 
on her only did the evil passions of Iklunetho wreak 
themselves in harm and wrong ; her only, on a later 
tlay, did he dastardly strike down. Poor Salome had 
^veu him her heart. These walls had seen their 
meetings. 
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Years afterwards, Manetho had here embalmed his 
foster-father : through long hours had ho labored at 
his hateful task, with curious zest and conscientious- 
ness. As regarded the strange place of sepulture, tlie 
Egyptian had perhaps imagined a symboUc fitness in 
enclosing his human immortal in the empty shell of 
time. Over this matter of Hiero Glyphic's death and 
burial, however, must ever brood a cloud of mystciy. 
Undoubtedly ^lanctho loved the man, — but death was 
not always the worst of ills in ^Nlanctho's philosophy. 

The clock had been affixed to tho study door both as 
an additional conceahnent, and possibly as a congenial 
sentry over the interior associations. Since then tho 
place had become the clergyman's almost daily resort 
Pacing tho contracted floor, sitting moodily in the 
chair, — many a brooding hour had gone over his bar- 
renly busy head, and written its darkening record in 
his book of life. Here had been schemed that plan of 
revenge, whose insanity tlie insane schemer could not 
perceive. Nor could he understand that mightier pow- 
ers than he could master worked against him, and even 
used his eflbrts to bring forth contrary results. 

But not all hours had passed so. SjMiccs there hod 
been wherein evil counsels had retired to a cloudy 
background, athwart which had brightened a rainbow, 
intangible, whose source was hidden, but whose colors 
w^re true l>efore his eyes. The grace and aerial beauty 
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of sunsliioe lightened through tliG rain, — the pleasing 
loveliness of essential life was projected ou the gloom 
of evil im aginations. For ^fanetho'a tictiiiil deeds were 
apt to be prompted by far gentler influences tlmn gov- 
erned hia theories. Tlie man was better tlmn iiis mind : 
and goodness, perhaps, bears an absolute blessing ; in- 
somuch that the sinner, doing ignorant good, yet feels 
tlie benefit thereof ; just as tlie rain, however dismal, 
cannot prevent the aun from making rainbows out 
of it 

On Uiis particular morning Manetho sank into his 
deep-seated chair, and was quite still. A great part of 
what had hitherto made his daily life ended here. Tlie 
activity of existence was over for him. Thought, feel- 
ing, hope, could hve hereafter only as phantoms of 
memory. But to look back on evil done is not so 
pleasant as to jilan it ; the dead body of a foe moves ua 
in anotlier way than liis living hostile person. 

When, therefore, Manetho ahoidil have hurled to its 
mark the long-poised spear, ho would have little to 
look forward to. That one moment of triumph must 
repay, both for what had been and was to come. To- 
day of all his days, then, must each sense and faculty 
be in exquisite condition. Unaeaaonnbly enough, how- 
ever, he found himself in a perversely dull and callous 
state. Could Providence so cajole him as to mar the 
only joyful hour of hia life ! Then better off than he 
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were savages, who could destroy their reciisant idok 
But nothing short of spiritual suicide would have d^ 
stroyed the idol of Manetho I 

Ho was wearing to-day the same priestly robe wliich 
he had put on when, for the first and last time, he pc^ 
formed a ministerial duty. In this robe had he married 
Helen to Thor. Itself a precious relic of antiquity, it 
had once dignified the slioulders of a contcmporaiy of 
^Ianetlio*s remotest ancestor^. Old Iliero Glyphic had 
counted it amongst liis cliiefest treasures ; and on his 
sister's wedding-day had produced it from its reposi- 
tor}% insisting that the minister should wear it instead 
of the orthodox sacerdotal costume. Since then it bad 
lain untouched till to-day. 

Manetho brooded over the dim magnificence of its 
folds, sitting amidst the cobwebbed rubbish, a narrow 
glint of sunshine creeping sloj)e-downwards from the 
crevice above his head. He smoothed tlie fabric ab- 
stmctedly with liis hand, recalling the thoughts and 
scenes of four-and-twenty years ago. 

"I joined them in the holy bonds of matrimony, — 
read over tliom that service, those sacred words hca%y 
with solemn benediction. Rich, smooth, softly modu- 
lated was my voice, missing not one just emphasis or 
melodious intonation. Ahl had they seen my souL 
But my eyes were half closed like the crocodile^ yet 
never losing sight of the two I was uniting in sight of 
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God and man. The Devil too was there. He turned ■ 
the blcssiDgs mj lips uttered into blighting outses, that 
~ fell on the bappj couple like pestUential rain I 

' Laughable I Covered head to foot with curses, and 
felt theia not I All was smiles, bloshes, happiness, 
forward-looking to a long, joyful future. They knelt 
before me ; I uplilted my hands and invoked the last 
blessing, — the final My heart burned, and 

the smoke of its fire < bride and groom, fool- 

ing bis yellow beard, d i hing her silvery veil ; 
shutting out heaven from their prayers, and blackening 
their path before them. They neither felt nor knew. 
They kissed, — I saw their lips meet, — as Balder and 
Gnuleraah to-day. Then I covered my face and seemed 
to be in prayer t 

"Gnulemah, — I liate herl — yea, but hatred some- 
times touches the heart like love. I love horl — to 
marry lier ? Woe to him who becomes her husband I 
Aa ft daughter ? — no daughter is she of mine ! — I 
hat« her, then. 

" \Vliy am I childless 1 — how would I have loved a 
cliilil I I would have left all else to love my child I I 
would have been the one father in the world 1 My life 
should have been full of love as it has been of hate. 
Wliy did not God send me a wife and a daughter ? " 

Men's ears have grown deaf to auy save the most 
commonplace oracles. But there is ever a warning 
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voice for who will listen. One may object that its 
language is unkno^^n, or its wliisper inaudible ; but to 
the question, "Whence your ignorance and deafness?" 
what shall be the answer ? 

In ]^Ianetho*s case it appeal's to have been the ven- 
erable robe that took on itself the task of romonstraQCC. 

" You are unreasonable, friend," it interposed with 
a gentle rustle. "Gnulemah, if not your daughter, 
might, however, have stood you in place of one ; and 
she would have done you just as much good, in the 
way of softening and elevating your nature, as though 
she had been the issue of your own loins. You have 
turned the milk and honey of your life into gall and 
worniwooil ; and I wish I could feel sure tliat only you 
would get tlic benefit of it 1 " 

The reproof had as well been spared ; it is doubtful 
wliether the culprit heard so much as a word of it 
Ilis reverie rambled on. 

" Keen, — that r>alder ! ho half suspects mc Had 
I not so hurried him to a conclusion, he would have 
([\icstioncd me too closely. He shall know all pres- 
ently, even as I promised him ! — shall hear a sounder 
guess at Gnulcmah's genealogy than was made to-day. 

"Do I love her? — only as the means to my end I 
The end once gained, I shall hate her as I do him. 
But not yet, — and therefore must I love him as well 
as her. They shall be, to-day, my beloved children! 
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To-morrow, — how shall I eudure till to-morrow, — 
all the night through ? Gmilemnh 1 — 

" They love each other woU, — seem mado to make 
each other happy ; yet iiave tht^y come together from 
the entls of tlie earth to be each other's curse ! Only 
if I keep eileace might it he othenvisc, for love nilglit 
tame the devil tliat I have bred in Gnulomah. Even 
now she seems more angel than devil ! — Ain I mad 7 " 

He straightened Iiimself in his chair, niid ylanccd 
up towards the crevice whence slanted the dusty sud- 
sbine. Tlie old robe took the opportunity to deliver 
its final warning. 

" Not yet road Wyond remedy, -Manetho ; but you 
look up too seldom at the sunshine, and brood too 
ofl«n over your own dusty depths. You liavo Iiatl 
no consciously unscllish thought during the last quarter 
of a ccntuiy. You eat, drink, and breathe only Mane- 
tho I Tliis room is yours, because it is fullest of ruh- 
hish, and least looks out upon the glorious universe 
Sreak do^vn your walls ! take broom in hand without 
delay I Proclaim at once the crime you meditate. 
Go ! there is still sunshine in this dust-hole of yours, 
and more of heaven in every man than he himself 
dreams of. Tlie sun is passing to the other side. Go 
while it shines I" 

But ilanetho's dull ears heard not ; and the aged 
garment of truth spoke no more. 
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XXX. 

DANDELIOXa 

IT seems a pity that, with all imagination at our 
service, we should have to confine our excur- 
sions within so nanx)w a domain as this of Ilicro 
Glyphic's. One tires of the best society, uncondi- 
mented with an occasional foreign relish, even of 
doubtful digestibility. Barring this, it only remains 
to relieve somewhat the monotony of our food, by 
variety in the modes of disliing it up. 

r>aldcr had been no whit disconcerted at the priest's 
abrupt evanishment Tlie divine sphere of Gnule- 
niali liad touclied Iiim with its sweet magnetism, and 
he was sensible of little beyond it Tlieir hands 
greeted like life-long friends. Drawing hers within 
liis arm, he still kept hold of it, and her rounded 
shoulder softly pressed his, as they loitered out be- 
tween the impenetrable sphinxes. The conservatory, 
however beautiful in itself and by association, was 
too small to hold their hearts at this moment They 
pjisscd on, and through the columns of tlie Moorish 
portico, into the fer\'ent noon sunshine. 
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Gnashoppert chirped ; fine buzzing flies darted in 
swill dfdes and lit again; birds giggled and goe- 
aiped, bobbing and swinging among swaying boughs. 
Battalions of vast green trees stood grand in shadow- 
lakes of cooler green, their myriad leaves twinkling 
light and dark. Tender gleams of river topped the 
enamelled bank, — the further shore a slumbering Kl 
Dorada The tie^ in the distant orchard wore bridal 
Teils» and even Gnulemah's breath was not much 
aweeter than theirs I 

Emeiging arm in arm on the enchanted lawn, the 
lovers turned southwards up the winding avenua 
The fragrance, the light and warmth, the bird and 
insect voices, imperfectly expressed their own heart- 
bappiness. Tlie living turf softly pressed up their 
feet This was the fortunate hour that comes not 
twice. Happy those to whom it comes at all I To 
live was such full bliss, every new movement over- 
flowed the cup. Joy was it to look on earth and 
sky; but to behold each other was heaven I More 
life in a moment such as this, than in twenty years 
of scheming more successful than ^lanetho's. 

They followed the same path Helen had walked 

the eve of her death; and presently arrived at the 

frid bench. Shadow and sunshine wrestled playfully 

cnrer it» while the green blood of the leaves overhead 

^^knred vividly against the blue. Around the bench 
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the grass grew taller, as on a grave; and crisp li- 
chens, gray and brown, overspread its surface. Man 
had neglected it so long that Nature, overcoming licr 
dilTulence towards his handiwork, had at length 
claimed it for her own. 

The glade was full of great golden dandelioiui, 
whoso soft yellow crowns were almost too hea\7 for 
the slender necks. The pripcc and princcssr of the 
fi\iry-tale i>aused here, recognizing the spot as Uic 
most Ix^autiful on earth, — albeit only since their 
love's arrival. They seated themselves not on the 
bench, but on the yet more primitive grass beside 
it. They had not s^wken as yet Dalder plucked 
soiue dandelions, and proceeded to twist them into 
a chain ; and Gnuleniah, after watching liim for a 
while, followed his cxampla 

" You and I hcive sat on the grass and woven 
vsnch chains before," asserted she at length. '•Wlien 
was it ? " 

" I have n't done such a thing since I was a child 
not much taller than a dandelion," returned Balder. 
lie was not etliereal enough to follow Gnulcmab in 
her apparently fanciful flight, else might lie have 
lighted on a discovery to which all the good sense 
and lo^ric in the world would not have broii'jht him. 

"Yes; we have made tliese chains before!" reit- 
erated Gnulemah, looking at her comi>anion in a 
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preoccupied manner. ''They were to have chained 
us together forever/' 

*We should have made them of stronger stuff, 
then. But which of us broke the chain ? " 

"They took us away from each other, and it was 
never finished. Do you remember nothing?" 

*The present is enough for me/' said her lover; 
and he finished his necklace with a handsome clasp 
of blossoms, and threw it over her neck. She gave 
a low sigh of satisfaction. 

"I have been waiting for it ever since that old 
time! And here is mine for you." 

Thus adorned by each otliers hands, their love 
seemed greater tlian before, and they laughed from 
pure delight. Their bonds looked fragile ; yet it 
would need a stronger wrench to part them than 
had they been cables of iron or gold, unsustained by 
the subtile might of love. 

" Let us link them together," proposed Balder ; 
and, loosening a link of his chain, he reunited it 
inside Gnulemah s. " We must keep together," he 
continued with a smile, "or the marriage-bonds will 
break." 

" Is this marriage. Balder ? to be tied together with 
flowers?" 

•'One part of marriage. It shows the world that 
we belong only to each other." 
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" How could they help knowing that, — for to wliom 
else could we l)elong? besides, why should tlicy 
know ? " 

" Because," answered Balder after some consideration j 
"tlie world is nijide in such a way, that unless we 
rcconl all we do by some visible symbol, everything 
would get into confusion." 

" No, no," protesteil Gnulemah, earnestly. " Only 
God shoulil know how we love, ilust the world know 
our words and tlioughts, and how wc have sat bcucatli 
these trees ? — Then let us not be married !" 

They were leaning side to side against the bench, 
alon^ whose ed;^o Balder had stretched an ann to 
cusliion Gnulemah's head. As he turned to look at 
licr, a (lasli of sunlight was quivering on her clear 
smooth check, and another ventured to nestle warmly 
below tlie head of the guardian serpent on her bosom, 
for Gnulemah and the sun had been lovers long before 
Ihklor's api)carance. AVlierc breathed such another 
woman ? From the low turlwn that pressed her hiiir 
to the briglit Si\ndals on her fine bronze feet, there ^"as 
no fault, save her very uniqueness. She belonged not 
to tills era, but to the Golden Age, past or to come. 
Couhl slie ever be conformed to the world of to-day ? 
Dared Iier lover assume tlie responsibility of revealing 
to tliis noble soul all the meanness, sophistries, little 
pleasures, an<l low aims of this imix^rfect age ? Could 



he change tlie ■world to euit her neecU? or endure 
to see lier change to euit the world t Jloreover, 
changing so much, might she not change townrda liiin ! 
The Balder she loved waa a grander man than any Bal- 
der knew, Jlight she not learn to ahhor the hand 
whicli should unveil to her the Gorgon features of 
fallen humanity? — Much has man lost in losing 
Paradise I 

Contemplating Qnulemali's eDtrance into the outer 
world, Manetho bad anticipated her ruia from tho 
flowering of the evil seed which lie believed himself 
to have planted in her. Might not tho same result 
issue from a precisely opposite cause ? Tlie Arcadian 
fashion in which the lovera' j}assion lud ripened must 
Boon change forever. It was perilous to advance, but 
to retreat waa impossible. Balder was at bay ; had he 
loved Gnulcmah less, he would have regretted Charon's 
feny-boat But his love was greater for the danger and 
difficulty wherewith it was fraught. He could not sum- 
mon the millennium ; well, lie might improve himself. 

"If I could but shut her glorious eyes to all the 
shabby littleness tliey will have to see, we might 
hazard the rest," he sighed to himself. " If the pure 
visions of her maiden yeara might veil from her those 
gross realities of every-day life I With wliat face 
shall I meet her glance after it has suffered the £rst 
shock J " 
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lilcanwiiile her last objection remained unanswered, 
and Balder, distrustful of his capacity, "was inspired 
to seek inspiration from her he vrould instruct 

" Tell me how you love me, Gnulemah," said he. 

ShQ roused herself, and Lending her face to his, 
breathlessly kissed his lips. Then she drooped ber 
warm cheek on his shoulder, and whispered the rest :— 

" My love is to bo near you, and to breathe wlica 
you breathe ; it is love to become you, as water becomes 
wave. And love would make me sv.-ect to you, as 
honey and music and flowers. I love to bo needed 
hy you, as you need food and drink and sleep ; and my 
love will be loved, as God loves the world." 

To the lover these sentences were tender and sublime 
poetry. The tears came to his eyes, hearing her speak 
out her loving soul so simply. lie liad travelled 
through the world, while she had lived her life be- 
tween .a wall and a precipice. But not the noisy, 
gaudy, gloomy crust which is fresh to-day, and to- 
morrow hardens, and the next day crumbles, is the 
world ; but the fire -globe within : and Gnulemah was 
nearer that fire than Balder. There was puissance in 
her simplicity, — in her ignorance of that crust which 
ho Iiad so widely studied. Her knowledge was more 
profound than his, for she had never learned to stul- 
tify it with reasons. 

"It is true, — God only can know our love,'* said 
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BaWer, and, having said it, lie felt lila mind clear and 
strengthen. For it is the luiknowledynient of God 
that lends the deepest seeing to the eye, and tunes the 
universe to man ; and Balder, at this moment of min- 
gled love, humility, and fear, made and confessed that 
supreme discovery. — " Only Ho knows what our love 
is, but the morriage-rito informs tho world tliat He 
ICDOWS it." 

"But why must the world know?" persisted Gnu- 
Icmah, still seeming to shrink at tlio idea. 

" Because it is wholesome for all men to know that 
■we have made God party to our union. That our love 
may he pure and immortal, we must look through each 
other to Ilim ; the acknowledgment will keep others as 
well aa ourselves from misusing love's hap])incs3." 

" Then, after we have knelt together hefore Him, we 
shall be no longer two, but one ! " Gnulemah spoke, 
after some pause, in a full tone of joy ; yet her voice 
shrank at tho last, from the feeling that she had pen- 
etrated all at once to a holy place. A delicious fear 
seized her, and she clung to her lover so that he could 
perceive the tremor that agitated her, 

No more was said. Their conRdence was in each 
other ; with Balder at her side, Gnulemali was fearful 
of the world no longer. But her visions were all 
spiritual ; even tlie kisses on her lips were to her a 
sacied miracle I Love makes children of men and 
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women, — sliows them the wisdom of unreason ami the 
value of soap-bubbles. These lovers must meet tlio 
world, but the light and freshness of the Golden Age 
should accompany them. Tlie man held tho maidens 
hand, and so faced the future with a smile. 

Few as were the hours since they first had seen each 
other, it seemed as though they could hardly knovr 
each otiier better ; then why put oCf the consummation 
a single hour ? ^lanctho had been right, and LalJer 
marvelled at having required the spur. He knew of 
no material hindrances ; unlimited resources would he 
liis, and these would render easier Gnulemah's inlro- 
duclion to society. Perhaps (for doubtless Manctho 
would desire it) they might begin housekeeping in this 
very house, and thus, by gradual approaches, make 
tlicir way to life's realities, — vulgarly so called I 

At tliis moment, Balder's respect for wealth was 
iiauy fold greater than ever it had been before. It 
sliould be the sword and shield wherewith he would 
protect tlie woman of his heart Gnuleinah was not 
of the kind who need the discipline of poverty ; her 
beauty and goodness would be best nurtured beneath 
an aflhicnt sun. Wants and inconveniences would 
rather j^ain and mystify than educate her. How good 
was that God wlio had vouchsafed not only the bless- 
ing, but tlic means of enjoying it ! 

God gave Balder Helwyse opportunity to prove tho 
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BouDdnesa of liis faith. Labor and poverty awaited 
Ium;wliat else and worse let time sliow, Id anguisli, 
fear, and humiliation had his love been born, but the 
birth-pangs had been as brief oa Uicy were intense. A 
brave soul's metal is more severely tried by crawling 
years of monotonous effort, discord of must with wish, 
and secret self-suppreoiion and misgiving. Happily 
life is so ordered that no blow can crush unless dealt 
from within, nor is any sunshine worth Laving that 
fibincs only from without 

Balder's eyes were softer than their wont, and thero 
was a tender and sweet expression about his mouth. 
Never had ]ife been so inestimable a blessing, — never 
had nature looked so divinely alive. He could imagine 
nothing gloomy or forbidtling ; in darkness's self ho 
would have found germs of liglit. His love was a 
panoply against ill of mind or body. He thought he 
perceived, once for all, tlie insanity of selfishness and 
sin. 

Suddenly lie was conscious tlirough Gnulemah of the 
same shiver tliat had visited her in the conservatoiy 
that morning. Looking round, he was startled to see, 
beyond the near bcnison of her sumptuous face, the 
tall form of the Egj-ptian priest. He was not a dozen 
yards away, a<lvancing slowly towards them. Balder 
sprang up. 

"Our chain, — you have broken it I" exclaimed 
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Cinuloniali. It was onlv a ilower olia^ii, l..\ :\ 
the bloom aud luxury of life. 

Manetho came up with a smile. 

" Come, my children ! ** said he. ** This chi 
soon have faded aud fallen apart of itself, but 
I will foi^ you is stronger than time and 
than dandelions Come!" 

Gnulemah picked up the broken links, and 
lowed him to the house. • 



V 



XXXL 

MARRIED. 

THS sigDificant part of most life histories is the 
record of a few detached hours, tiio rest being 
consequence nnd preparatioo. Helwyse had lived in 
'Constant meatol aiid physical activity from childhood 
np ; but though he had speculated much, and ever 
sought to prove the truth by practice, yet lie had failed 
to create adequate emergencies, and was like an untried 
sword, polislictl and keen, but lacking still the one 
stem proof of uao. 

Tlius, although a man of the world, in a deeper senso 
he was untouched by it. He had been the sentimental 
spectator of a drama wherein some shadow of himself 
seemed to act The mimic scenes liad sometimes 
moved him to laughter or to tears, hut lie hod never 
quite lost the suspicion of an unreality under all 
Tlie best end had been — in a largo sense — beauty. 
Beauty of love, of goodness, of strength, of wisdom, — 
beauty of every kind and degree, but nothing better! 
Beauty was the end rather than the trait of all desir- 
able things. To have power was beautiful, and beau- 
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tiful was the death that opened the vmy to freer and 
wider power. Most beautiful was Alniightiness ; yet, 
lapsiug thence,. it was beautiful to bcgiu the round 
again in fresh, new forms. 

This kind of spider-webs cannot outlast the suns 
and snows. Personal passion disgusts one with brain- 
spun systems of the universe, and may even lead to a 
mistrust of mathematics ! One feels the overwhelming; 
power of other than intellectual interests; and dis- 
covers in himself a hitherto unsuspected universe, 
profound as the mystery of God, wliere the cockle- 
shell of mental attainments is lost like an asteroid 
in tlie abyss of space. 

What is the mind? — A little window, through 
wliich to gaze out upon the vast heart-world : a win- 
dow wliose cmoked and clouded ^mne we may diligent- 
ly clean and enlarge day by day ; but, too often, the 
deep view beyond is mistaken for a picture painted on 
the glass and limited by its sash ! Let the window by 
all means expand till the darksome house bo trans- 
formed to a crystal palace ! but shall homage be paid 
the cr}'stal ? Of what value were its transparency, had 
God not built the heavens and the earth ? — 

Though Ilelwyse had failed to touch the core of 
life, and to recognize the awful tnith of its mysteries, 
he had not been conscious of failure. On the contraiy 
he had become disposed to the belief that he was a 
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being apart from the mass of men and above them : 
one who could see round and through human plans 
and passions ; could even be separate from himself, and 
yield to folly with one hand, while the other jotted 
down the moral of the spectacle. He was calm in 
the conviction that he could measure and calculate 
the imiverse, and draw its plan in his commonplace 
book. God was his elder brother, — himself in some 
distant but attainable condition. He matched fiuity 
against the Infinite, and thereby cast away man's dear- 
est hope, — that of eternal progress towards the image 
of Divine perfection. 

Once, however, the bow had smitten his heart- 
strings witli a new result of sound, awakening fresh 
ideas of harmony. When Tlior was swept to death 
by that Baltic wave, Balder leapt after him, hopeless 
to save, but without demur ! The sea hurled him back 
alone. For many a month thereafter, strange lights 
and shadows flashed or gloomed across his sky, and 
sounds from unknown abysses disquieted him. But 
all was not quite enough ; perhaps he was hewn 
from too stanch materials lightly to change. Yet the 
sudden shock of his loss left its mark: the props of 
self-confidence were a little unsettled ; and the events 
whose course we have traced were therefore able to 
shake them down. 

For Destiny rained her sharpest blows on Balder 
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Ilclwyso all at once, and the attack marks the turn- 
ing-point of his life. She chose her weapons wisely. 
He was beaten by tactics which a coarser and shal- 
lower nature would have slighted. lie sustained tbe 
onslaught for the most part with outward composure, 
— but bleeding inwardly. 

His had been a vast egoism, rooted in his nature and 
tmincd by his philosophy. It must die, if at all, 
violently, painfully, and — in silence. Tlie truer and 
more constant the soul, the more complete the destruc- 
tion of its idoL .Character is not always the slow 
growth of years: often do the elements mingle long 
in formless solution ; some sudden jar causes them to 
spring at once to the definite crystal Tliere had, 
hillierto, been a kind of impersonality about Balder, 
having its ultimate ground in his blindness to the 
immutable unity of God. But so soon as his eye 
became single, he stood pronounced in liis individu- 
ality, less broadly indifferent than of yore, but oi^gan- 
ized and firm. 

In this inert world the body pursues but imperfectly 
the processes of the souL Tliese three days had made 
small change in Hch\7se's face. His expression was 
less serene than of yore, but pithier as well as nioix) 
joyful. The humorous indifference had given ploco 
to a kindlier humanity. Gone was the glance lialf 
satiric, half sympathetic ; but in its stead was some- 



thiug warmer and more earnest. For ibc cliarity of 
scepticism was auLstitutcd a sentiment less hi-oaii, but 
deeper and truer. It would need an insiyht siiper- 
natundly keen to detect tlius early tlicso nJtemlions 
in tlio pago of Balder's countenance; but tlieir germs 
are there, to develop afterwards. 

During tliia pause in our narrative, ITehvyse waa 
sitting at his chanilxtr window, awaiting the summons 
to tbo ceremony. The aftemooa was far advanced, 
and the landscape lay breathless beneath the gtJden 
burden of the lavish sun. The bridegroom rose to 
his feet ; surely the bride must be ready ! AVaa tliat 
strange old Nurse delaying her? Did she herself 
procrastinate? Dalder was waxing impatient! 

The clear outcry of the hoopoe startled the calm 
air, and that good little messenger came fluttering in 
haste to the window. Kound its neck was twined a 
golden dandelion, — Gnulemah's love-token! With a 
knowing upturn of its bright little eye, the bii-d sub- 
mitted to being robbed of its decoration ; then warbled 
a keen good-by, and flew away. 

The lover behaved as foolialiiy towanls the dandelion 
as a lover should. At last he drew the stem through 
the button-hole of his velveteen jacket, and was ready 
to answer in person the shy invitation it conveyed. 
The bride waited! 

His hand was on the latch, when acme one knocked. 
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lie threw open the door, — and had to look twice 
befoi'O recognizing Nurse. Her dingy anoiualous 
di-apeiy had been exchanged for another sort of cos- 
tume. Ilcr scars strove to be hidden beneath the 
yellow lace and crumpled feathers of an antique 
head-dress. She woixi a satin go^vn of an old fashion, 
whoso pristine whiteness was much im]>aircd by 
time. An aged fan, ragged, but of tasteful pattern, 
dangled at her wrist She resembled some foi^tten 
Ginevra, reappearing after an age's seclusion in the 
oaken chest Her aspect was painfully rei^ellcnt, the 
more for this pathetic attempt at good looks. TIio 
former unlovely garb had a sort of fitness to the 
blasted features ; but so soon as she forsook that 
uncanny harmony and tried to be like otlier "women, 
she became undesirably conspicuous. 

" Tlie bridesmaid ! " came to Balder's lips,^ but did 
not pass them. He would not hurt the poor creature's 
feelings by the betrayal of surprise or amusement 
She was a woman, — and Gnulcmah was no more. 
According to his love for his wife, must he bo tender 
and gentle towards her sex. 

^^^len, therefore, Nurse gave him to understand 
that she M'as to marshal liim to the altar, Balder, uevcr 
more heroic than at that moment, offered her his arm, 
wliicli she accepted with an air of scarecrow gentility. 
Either the change of costume had struck in, or it was 
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the symbol of ioward change. She seemed struggling 
against her torpor^ her dimness and deadness. She 
tried^ perhaps, to recall the day when that dress was 
first put on, — the day of Helen's marriage, when 
Salome had attended her mistress to the altar, — when 
she hoped before many weeks to stand at an altar on 
her own account — Not yet, Salome, nor in this world. 
Perchance not in another; for they who maim their 
earthly lives may not enjoy iu heaven the happiness 
whose seed was not planted here. Tlie injury is justly 
irreparable ; else had angels been immediately created. 

But Salome was practising deception on herself. 
Airs and graces which might have suited a coquettish 
lady*8-maid, but were in her a gliastly absurdity, did 
she revive aud perpetrate. Struggling to repress the 
ugly truth, she was in continual dread of exposure. 
Fain would she dream for an Jiour of youth and beauty, 
knowing, yet veiling tlie knowledge, that it was a 
dream. Divining her desire. Balder helped out the 
masquerade as best he might She was thankfully 
aware of liis kindness, yet shunned acknowledgment, 
as a too bare betrayal of the cause of thanks. 

As they passed a cracked cheval-glass in an inter- 
vening room, the bridesmaid stole a glance at her re- 
flection, flirting her fan and giving an imposmg whisk 
to tlie train of her gown. Helwyse, whom, three days 
before, this behavior would simply have amused, felt 
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only pitying sympatliy to-day. Gniilemah was always 
before him, and cliarnied his eyes and tlioughts even 
to the hag on Ids ami. He broiight himself to address 
courteous and pleasant remarks to Ids companion, and 
to meet unwincingly her one-eyed glance ; and was 
as gallant as though her pretence had been truth. 

On entering the conser>'atory. Nurse seemed as 
much agitated as though she, instead of Gnulemah, 
were to be chief actress in the coming ceremony. 
At the Spliinx door she relinquished B(ildcr*8 anu, 
and, liurrying across the conservatory, vanished behind 
Guulemah's) curtain. As she passed out of sight she 
threw a parting glance over her shoulder. The action 
recalled Gimlemah's Kickwanl look of the day previ- 
ous, when she had fled at tlie sound of the closing 
door. What ugly fatality suggested so fantastic a 
]\irallel between this creature and Bolder'a futuie 
wife ! 

lie entered the temple, which glowed and sparkled 
like a sombre gem. Many-colored lamjis were liung 
on wires passing round the hall from pillar to massive 
I'illar. Their glare defined the strange character of the 
Egyptian arcliitecture and ornament ; nevertheless^ the 
place looked less real and substantial tlian in the 
morning. It seemed the im]^)alpable creation of an 
enchanter, which his wand would anon dissolve into 
air once more I 




840 mOLATBT. 

On each side the door eat a statue of polished nd 
granite, with calm regular face aud hands on knees. 
Helwyse, who had not observed them before, fancied 
them Bummooed as witnesses to the compact then to 
be solemnized. Doubtless they bod witnessed ceremo- 
nies not less solemn or imposing. 

On the black marble altar at the further eoA of the 
hall was burning some rich incense, whose perfumed 
smoke, clambering heavily upwards, mingled with that 
of the lamps beneath the ceiling. On the polished 
floor, in front, lay a rug of dork blue clotb, heavily bor- 
dered with gold ; upon it were represented in conscien- 
tious profile a. number of lank-limbed Egyptians per- 
forming some mystic rite. To the right of the altar 
stood tlie priest Manetho, apparently engaged in prayer. 
' Balder spoke to him. 

"This is more like a tomb than a wedding hall. 
Would not the conservatory have been more fitting T " 

" Better make a tomb the starting-point of marriage 
than its goal ! " smiled the holy man. " Aud is it not 
well that your posterity should begin from the spot 
which saw the union tliat gave you being 7 and be- 
neath the eyes of him but for whom neither this ball 
nor we who here assemble would to^Iay have existed !" 
He pointed to the mummy of old Hiero Glyphic, the 
aspect of which might have left a bad taste in the 
mouth of Joy herself Balder shrugged his shonldera. 
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" It matters little, perhaps, where the seed is sown, 
so that the flower reach the sunshine at last But 
your mummy is an ill-favored wedding-guest^ wliatever 
honor we may owe the man who onco lived in it I 
would not have Gnulcmah — " 

" Behold her ! " interrupted I^Ianetho, speaking as 
though a handful of dust had suddenly got in his 
throat 

Yes, there she came, the old Nurse following her like 
a misshapen shadow. Daughter of sun and moon, — a 
modem Pandora endowed with the strength of a loftier 
nature ! She was robed in creamy white ; her pen- 
dants were woven pearls. Fine lines of viigin gold 
gleamed in her turban, and through her long veil, and 
along the folds of her girdle. But the serpent necklace 
had been replaced by the dandelion chain tliat Balder 
had made her. Her lips and cheeks were daintily 
aflame, and a tender Are flickered in her eyes, which 
saw only Balder. She was a bridal song such as luid 
not been sung since Solomon. 

As tlio two reached the altar, Salome stepped to one 
side, and ^lanctho's eye fell upon her ; for a moment 
his gaze flxed, while a slight movement undulated 
through his body, as the wave travels along the cord. 
Tlie old white dress, unseen for five-and-twenty years ; 
some intangible trick of motion or attitude in the 
wearer ; tlie occasion and circumstance recurring with 
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snch near similarity, — these and perhaps other trifles 
combined to rccnll long-vanished Salome. She bad 
stood at that other wedding, just where Nurse was now, 

— bright, slapely, sparkling-eyed, full of love for him. 
TVliat a grisly contrast was this ! — Why hatl ha 
thrown away that ardent, loving heart ? How sweet 
and comfortable might life have been to-day, with 
Salome his wife, and sous and daughters at her side, 

— daughters beautiful as Guulemah, sons tall as Bal- 
der! But Hatred bad been his chosen mistress, and 
dismal was the progeny begotten on her ! The preg- 
nant existence that might have been bis, and the scars 
and barrenness which had actually redounded to him, 
were symbolized in the remembered Salome and her 
of to-day. 

The brief reminiscence passed, leaving Maoetho face 
to face with his sacred duty. With the warning of tho 
past in his ears and that of the future before his eyes, 
did he step unrelenting across the threshold of his 
crime ? At all events ho neither hesitated nor turned ' 
back. But there was no triumph in his eyes, and liia 
tones and manner were heavy and mechanical ; as 
though the Devil (liaving brought him thus far with his 
own consent and knowledge) had now to compel a 
frozen soul in a senseless body 1 

The service began, none the less hallowed for the 
lovers, because for Mauctho it was the solemn perver- 
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sion of a sacred ceremony. Ilis voice labored througli 
the perfumed air, and recoiled iu broken echoes from 
gloomy comers and deep-tinted walls. The cncircliug 
lamps glowed in serried lines of various light; the 
fantastic incense-flame rustled softly on the altar. The 
four figures seemed a group of phantoms, — a momen- 
tary rich illusion of the eye. And save for their view- 
less souls, what were they more ? Earth is a phantom ; 
but what we cannot grasp is real and remains ! — 

The rite was over, the diamond gleamed from Gnulc- 
mah*s finger, and the priest with uplifted hands had 
bade man not Duvt whom God had united. Husband 
and wife gazed at each other with freshness and won- 
der iu their eyes; as having exjxK^ted to see some 
change, and anew delighted at finding more of them- 
selves tlian ever ! 

!Male and female i)er\'ades the universe, and mar- 
riage is the end and fulfilment of creation. God has 
builded the world of love and wisdom, woman and 
man ; truly to live they must unite, she yielding her^ 
self to his form, he moulding himself of her substance 
As love unquickened by wisdom is barren, and knowl- 
edge impotent unkindled by affection, so are the un- 
married lifeless. 

Ill and bitter was it, therefore, for Monotho and 
Salome, after the married ones had departed, taking 
their happiness with theuL The priest's eyes vero 
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diy and dull, as lio leaned wearily ogoinst tbo smoking 
altar. 

" You did not speak 1 " ]ic said to tlic woman ; " you 
saw ber betrayed to ruiu and pollution, and spoke not 
to save ber! — Dumb? tbe dead migbt bave moved 
tbeir tongues in sucb need as tliisl Sbo will abhor 
and curse me forever I may you sbaro ber curse 
-weigbted with mine! — O Onulemabl" — 

Salome cowered and trembled in ber satin dress, l>e- 
nesCb Ibe burden of that heavy anatbemo. She bod 
riaen tbat day determined to reveal the secret of Iicr 
life before niglit Site had been awaiting a favorable 
moment, but opportunity or decision stiU bad failed licr. 
Nevertheless, another morning should not find her tbe 
same nameless, forsaken creature that she was now, — 
llanetbo bad bowed bis face upon the altar, and bo 
remained without movement. With one band fumbling 
at the bosom of her dress — (tbo scar of ber lover's 
blow should be the talisman to recall his allegiance), — ■ 
Salome mode bold to approach him and timidly touch 
bis ann. 

"Unhand met whatever you are, — devil! my time 
is not yet come 1" 

He raised a threatening arm, with a gleam of mod 
ferocity beneath his brows. But the woman did not 
shrink ; the man was ber god, and she preferred death 
at his hands to life without him. Ignorant of the 
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cause of her firmness^ it seemed to cow liim. lie 
slunk behind the altar, hurriedly unlocked the secret 
door, and let himself into the study. His haste had 
left the key in the lock outside. The door shimmed 
together, the spring-bolt caught, and the swathed head 
! of old Hiero Glyphic shook as though the cold of 
twenty winters had come on him at once. 
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SHUT IN. 



LEFT alone, Salome was taken with a panio ; aho 
bocied henelf deserted in a giant tomb^ with 
dead men gathering about her. She henelf waa in 
truth the grisliest spectre there, in her whit« latin 
gown and feathers, and the horror of her hideoot boa. 
But she took to flight, and the kejr remained nnnotioed 
in the lock. 

We, however, roust spend on hour with Manetbo in 
his narrow and prison-like retreat. There is leaa dajr 
and more night between Uicse high-shouldered walla 
than elsewhere ; for Uiough the sun is scarce below tbo 
boriioD, cobwebs seem to pervade the air, makiiig the 
erening gnj before itA time. Tonder seated figure is 
the nucleus of the a. The room wer« leaa datk 

•nd oppressive, b< . .a him I 

Does he mean to spend the night here 1 He nta at 
ease, as one who, having labored the day hng hard and 
bonesUj, finds repose at sundown gratcfuL Sueh calm 
of mind and body argues uiwaid peace — orpaialyriil 

But Manetho has food for meditation, tot liia vnk 
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is still incomplete. All, it has been but a sour aiid 
anxious work after all ! when it is finished, let death 
come, since Death-in-life will be the sole altcmativa 
Yet will death bring rest to your weariness, think 
you ? Would not Dcatli's eyes look kindlier on you, if 
you had used morc worthily Death's brotlicr, — Life? 
Wiat would you give, Manetho, to sec all that you 
have done undone ? if to undo it were possible I 

One picture is ever before you, — you see it wherever 
you look^ and whether your eyes bo shut or open, — 
two loving souls, standing hand in hand before you 
to be married. How happy they look I how nobly 
confident is their aflcction! with what clear freedom 
their eyes sound one another's deptlis ! Neither cares 
to have a thought or feeling unshared by tho other. — 
What have you done, JIanetho ? — shall the deed 
stand? dark and distorted soul! tho minutes ore 
slipping fast away, and you ai-e slipping with them to 
a black eternity. Will you stir hand nor foot to save 
yourself, to break your fall ? not raise your voice, for 
once to speak the truth ? Even yet the truth may 

save ! — 

The night of your life will this be, !Manetho. Will 
you dream of those whose few hours of bliss will stamp 
Foixjvcr on tlic seal of your damnation? Think, ^ 
througli what interminable ieons the weight of their 
just curse will pile itself higher and heavier on your 
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miserable eool ! Fain vonld you doubt the tnitli of 
immoruility : but the power of unbelief is gone ; devil- 
like, yoa believe and tremble. Aud . where is the 
rewiiid which should recompense yoa for this large 
outlay ? Does the lioney of your IoDg<awaited triumph - 
ofTend youi lips like gall t — Then woe for him whoso 
moming dreams of vengeaDce become realities in tlia 
evening ! — ■ 

How stands it between you and Gnulemah, MaDe* 
tbo 1 Slie bos never loved you ardently, perhaps ; but 
how will you face her hatred T It is late to be askiDg 
such questions, — but has not her temperate afTcction 
been your most precious possession ? have you not 
yearned and labored for it? liavc you not loved her 
with more tlian a fatlicr's tenderness ? Under mask 
of planning lier ruin, have not all the softer and better 
impulses of your nature found exercise and sustenance 1 
Conceiving a devil, have you brought forth an angol, 
and unawares tasted angelic joy? — If this be true, 
Mauetho, your guilty purpose towards her is not ex- 
cused, but how much more awful becomes the contem- 
plation of her fate I Rouse up I sluggard, rush fortli I 
you may save her yet. Up 1 would you risk the salva- 
tion of three souls to glut a meaningless spite ? You 
have been fighting shadows \vith a sliadow. Up I — it 
is the last appeal — 

You stir, — get stiffly to your feet, — put hand to 
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forehead, — stare around. Tlie twilight has deepened 
apace ; only by glanciug upwards can you distinguish 
a definite light You arc uncertain and lethai^gic in 
your movements, as though the dawning in you of a 
worthy resolution had imi>aired the evil principle of 
your vitality. You are as a man nourislicd on poison, 
who suddenly tastes an antidote, — and finds it fatal ! 

You halt towards the door and put forth a hand to 
open it. You will save Gnulemah ; her innocence will 
save her from the knowledge of her loss. As for Bal- 
dor, — his suffering will satisfy a reasonable enemy. 
No wife, no fortune, the cup dashed from his lii>8 just 
as the aroma was ravishing his nostrils I — 0, enough! 
Open the door, therefore, and go forth. 

In your magnanimity you feel for the key, but it is 
not iu its accustomed place. Try your pockets ; still 
in vain ! Startled, you turn to the table, and feel care- 
fully over it from end to end. You raise tlie hca\7' 
chair like a feather, and shake it bottom downwards. 
Xotliing falls. You are down on your knees groping 
afTrighted amongst the dust and rubbish of the floor. 
The key is lost! You spring up, — briskly enough 
now, — and stand with your long fingers working 
against one another, trying to think. That key, — 
wlicre had you it last? — 

A blank whirl is your memory, — nothing stands 
clearly out How came you hero? With whom did 
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you speak just now ? What was said ? — Two persons 
there seemed to be, oddly combined in one, — most 
uTifiMTiilmr in their familiarity. Or was it your evil 
genius, Manetho ? who by devilish artifice has at this 
last hour shut the door against your first good impulse ; 
locked the door against soul and body; shut you in 
and carried off the key of your salvation. 

Do not give way yet; review your situation care- 
fully. — Your voice would be inaudible through these 
massive walls, were the listener but a yard away. — 
Be quick with your thinking, for the unmitigable min- 
utes are dying fast and forever. — Were it known that 
you were here, could you be got out? No, for the 
secret of the door is known only to yourself. Those 
who once shared the knowledge witli you are dead, or 
many years gone ! Your evil genius no doubt knows 
it, and all your secrets ; but dream not that she will 
liberate you. She has been awaiting this opportunity. 
You shall remain here to-night and many nights. 
Your bones shall lie gaunt on this cobwcbbed floor. 
Only the daily sunbeam shall know of your tomb. 
And Gnulemah ? . . . 

Your knees falter beneath you, and you sink in 
wretched tears to the floor, — tears that bring no drop 
of comfort To be shut up alone with a soul like yours, 
at the moment when the sin so long tampered with has 
escaped your control, and is pitilessly doing its devilish 
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work on the other side your prison-walls, neap, yet 
inacessiblc, — who can measure the horror of it ? TlI 
now you have made your will the law of right and 
wrong, and read your life by no higher light than your 
own. You read it otherwise to-night, lying here help- 
less and alone. Tliat lost key has unlocked the fair 
front of your complacency and revealed the wizened 
deformity behind it You have been insane ; but the 
anguish tliat would craze a sane man clears tlie mist 
from your reason. You behold the truth at last ; but 
as the drowning man sees the ship pass on and leave 
him. 

But we care not to watch too curiously tho writh- 
ings of your imprisoned soul, Manetlio; the less, be- 
cause we doubt whether the agony will be of benefit 
to you. Forgiveness of enemies is perliaps beyond 
your scope ; even your rage to save Gnulemah was 
kindled chiefly by your imiwtence to do sa God for- 
bid we do you less than justice ! but hope sceina dim 
for such as you; nor wiU a death-bed repentance, 
however sincere, avail to wipe away the sins of a 
lifetime. Jealousy of Balder, rather than desire for 
Gnuelmah's eternal weal, awoke your conscience. For 
tho thought of their spending life in happy ignorance 
of their tnie relationship inflames — docs not oUay — 
your agony ! 

Your womanish outburst of despairing tears over, a 
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hot fever of restlessness bescta you. The space is nar- 
row for disquiet sxtcli as yours, — you hunt up and down 
the strip of floor like a caged beast. Ko way out, — no 
■way oat 1 — Face to face witli lingering deatb, wliy not 
hasten it ? No moral scruple withholds you. Yet will 
you not die by your own hand. Through all your suf- 
fering you will cling to life and worship it. Never 
will you open your arms to death, — which seems to 
you no grave, compassionate angel, but a malignant 
fiend lying in ambush for your soul. And such a fiend 
vill your death be i for to all men death is the reilec- 
tioD of theii life in the mind's mirror. — Still to and fro 
you fare, a moving shadow through a narrow gloom, 
walled in with stone. 

Awful is this unnatural sanity of intellect : it is like 
the calm in the whirlwind's centre, where the waves 
ran higher though the air ia deadly still, and the surly 
mariner wishes tlie mad wind back again. — To and fro 
you flit, goaded on and strengthcuod by untiring an- 
guish. You are but the body of a man ; your thought 
and emotion are abroad, haunting the unconscious, hap- 
py lovers ! — 

Suddenly you stop short in your blind walk, throw 
Qp your arms, and break into an irrepressible chuckle. 
Has your brain given way at last ? — No, your laugh is 
the outcome of a genuine revulsion of feeling, intense 
bat legitimate. What is the cause of it 7 — You plunge 
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into the nibbisli-heap at one end of the room, and 
grasp and draw forth the rickety old ladder which has 
been lying there these twenty years. You have seen 
it almost daily, poking out amidst the cobwebs, and 
probably for that very reason have so long failed to 
perceive that it was susceptible of a better use than to 
be food for wonns. You set it upright against the 
wall ; its top round falls three feet below the Iiorizontal 
aperture. Enough, if you tread with care. Narrow, 
steep, and rickety is the path to deliverance ; but up ! 
for your time is sliort 

Upward, with cautious eagerness 1* The ladder is 
warped and rests unevenly, and once or twico a round 
cracks beneath the down-pressing foot ; the thing is all 
unsound and might fall to pieces at any moment 
However, the top is gained, and your nervous bands 
arc on tlie sill at last. Itaising yourself a little higher, 
you look forth on the world once more. 

Not so late after all I Had still lingers along tlio 
western horizon, but against it is mounting and ex- 
panding a black cloud, glancing ever and anon with 
dangerous lightning. In a clear sky-lake above tho 
cloud, steadily burns a planet The gentle twilight 
rests lovingly on earth's warm bosom — 

Hark ! look I what moves yonder beneath tlie 
trees ? — 

Your parched, eager face strained forwards, your bun- 
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giy eyes eatdng through tho gloom, — see emerge from 
the avenue two figures, sauntering lover-like side to 
side I Hot forgetful ^f the world they seem I little 
think they of you, of the rack on which you have been 
outstretched. But their boar has come. This mo- 
ment shall be their last of peace, — tiieir lost of happy 
love. 

• • • • • 

— "What Bonnd was thotf — Was it a yoll of tri- 
umph, — a shout for help, — a scream of terror I — It 
does not come again ; but the silence ie more terrible 
than the cry. 
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THE BLACK CLOUD. 

lEEO, — it was his voice ! " said GnuIcm«ilL 
She looked in her lover's face, trusting to 
his wisdom and strength. She rested her courage on 
his, but her eyes stirred him like a trumpct-calL Tlio 
burden of that cry had been calamity. Love is protean, 
— makes but a step from dalliance to grandeur. Bal- 
der, no longer a sentimental bridegroom, stood forth 
ready, brief, energetic, — but more a lover than before I 

The voice had at the first moment sounded start- 
lingly clear, then it had seemed distant and muillcd. 
As Ilelwyse swiftly skirted the granite wall of the 
temple, his mind was busy with conjecture; but ho 
failed to hit upon any reasonable explanation. Tlie 
cry had come from the direction of the temple, and 
hud he known of the existence of the apertures through 
the masonry, he might partly have solved the mystery. 
As it was, lie thought only of getting inside, feeling 
sure that, explainably or not, ^lanetho must be tlicre. 

In the oaken hall he met Nurse, who had also heard 
the cry, but knew not whence it proceeded. 




" In the temple, I think," said Helwyse, answering 
her Imitated gestare. 

The clew van sufficient; she sped along towards the 
door whence she bad so lately fled panic-stricken, 
Helwyse following. Beneath the solemn excitement 
and perplexity, lay warm and secuie in bis heart the 
thought of Gnnlemah, — bis wife. Blessed tbonghtl 
which, the whips and scorns of time should make but 
more tenderly dear and precious. 

As be breathed Uie incense-laden air of the temple, 
Baldei's face grew stern. At each step he thought to 
see death in some ghastly form. In the joy of this his 
marriage night he liod wished all the world might have 
rejoiced with liim ; but already was calamity abroad 
Birth and death, love and liate, happiness and woe, 
are borne on every human breath, and mingled with 
daily meat and drink. So be it I — Tliey were paro- 
dies of humanity wlio should live on a purer diet or 
inhale a rarer atmosphere. 

All the lights in the great ball, except the altar- 
lamp, were burnt out, and the place was very dusky. 
Nurse went straiglit towards the secret door, looking 
neither to the right nor left ; while Holwyse, who did 
not suspect its existence, was prying into each dark 
nook and corner. An inarticulate exclamation from 
the woman arrested him. She was standing behind 
the altar, close to the clock. As he approached she 
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pointed to the well Slie luul found tho key in the 
lock, but dared not be first to bravo the sight of what 
might be within. She appealed to the strength of the 
man, yet with a morbid jealousy of lus precedence. 

Hclywse saw tlie key, and, turning it^ the secmin"- 
solid wall disclosed a door, opening outwards, a single 
slab of ninssivo granite. Within all vaa dork, and 
. tlicrc was no sound. Was anything there f 

lie looked rouud to address Nurse, but her appear- 
ance checked him. She was staring into tho darkness ; 
ho could feci licr onc-cyed glance pass liim, fastening 
on something beyond. lie n;ovcd to let tlie lamp- 
liglit enter tlie doonray ; and tlieu in the illuminated 
square that fell on the floor he saw ManeUio's ujttumcJ 
face. Tlic fallen priest lay with one arm doubled 
under htm, the other tlirown across his breast Kune 
stared at her broken idol, motioDlesd, with atcitoroui 
breathing. 

But was Alnnctlio dead 7 Hclwj-so, tlio phj-sicioa. 
stepped across the threshold, and stooped to examine 
tliG IxKly. Tlic dumb creature followed and lay down, 
animal-like, close beside tho deity of her wotsliip 
Presently tlic physician said, — 

" There 'a life in him, but ho 's hurt intonially. W'd 
must find a wny to move him from here." 

" Life I " — tlie woman heard, nor cared for more. 
Her dry fixedness gave way with a gup, and tin 



broke into hysteric tears, rocking herself backwards 
and forwards, crooniug over the insensible body, or 
stooping to kiss it She had no sense nor heed save 
for the lover of her youtK 

'Could such a creature have been hig wifet or 
even his mistj^ss?" questioned Holwyse of himaelC 
But he spoke out sharply : — 

"You must stop this. He must be revived at once. 
Go and make ready a bed, and I will can? him to iL" 

As he spoke, a silent shadow fell across the body, 
and Gnulemah stood in the doorway. Solder's Arst ' 
impulse vas to motiou lier away from a spcctaclo so 
iinsuited to lier eyes. But though tlie shadow niado 
ber face inscrutable, the lines of her figure spoke, — 
and not of weak timidity or cfTcminatc consternation. 
Womanly she was, — instinct with that tender, sensi- 
tive power, the marvellous gift of God to woman only, 
which almost moves tlic sick man to bless his sickness. 
A holy gift, — surely the immediate influx of Christ's 
fipirit. Man knows it not, albeit when he and woman 
have become more closely united tlian now, he may 
attain to share the Utvino prerogative. Study nor 
skill can counterfeit it ; but in the true woman it is 
perfect at the Ural appeal as at the last. 

" He shall have my bed," said this yoimg goddess 
Isis ; " it is ready, and my lamp is burning." 

Balder stooped to uplift liis insonsible burden. 
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"0, not so! — more tenderly than tlmt," slio inter- 
posed, softly. A moment's hesitation, and then she 
unfastened the golden shoulder-clasx>, and shook off 
lier ample mantle. This was I^Ianetlio's litter. 

"I will help you carry liim. — Wliy do you weep, 
Nurse ? he will awake, or Balder would liave told us." 

Never, since Diana stooped to earth to love En- 
dymion, was seen a nobler sight than Gnulcmah in her 
simple, clinging tunic, whose hea%7 golden hem kissed 
her polished knee, while her round and clear-cut anns 
were left bare. After the firet glance, her lover lowered 
his eyes, lest he should foi^et all else in gazing at her. 
But the blood mounted silently to his checks and 
burned there. As for her, — she trusted Balder more 
freely than herself. 

Manetho was laid gently on the broad robe, and so 
upraised and bonie forwards ; Balder at the head, Gnu- 
lcmah at the foot. Heavy, heavy is a lifeless body; 
but the man had cause to wonder at the woman's fresh 
and easy strength. ^Vhat a contrast was she to the 
disfigured creature who hobbled moaning beside tlie 
litter, the relaxed hand clutched in both hers, kissing 
it again and again with grotesque passion I Yet both 
were women, and loved as women love. 

Tlie granite statues sitting serene at the doorway 
maintained the stony calm which, only, deserves the 
name of supernatural. Tliese passed, the flowciy heat 
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of the dim conservatory brouglit tliem to Gnulcmali's 
room. The curtain was looped up and Iho passage 
clear. Tlius first did tlie wedded pair enter what 
should liavo been their bridal chamber, and laid the 
lifeless body on the nuptial bed. 

A fair, pure room ; the clear walls frescoed with 
graceful wreaths of floating figures. In the eastern 
window, through which the earliest sunbeams loved to 
fall, stood an alabaster altar ; on it a chain of faded 
dandelions. The bed was a lovely nest, the lines llow- 
ing in long curves, — a baige of Venus for lovers to 
voy^e to heaven in. On a table near at liaud lay 
some embroidered work at which Cnulemali's magio 
needle had been busy of late. Balder glanced at these 
things with a reverence almost timid ; and, turning 
back to wlint lay so inert and doltish on the sacred 
bed, he could not but sigh. 

Every means was employed to rally the Egyptian 
from hia swoon. He bore no external marks of injuiy, 
but there could be no doubt that he bad sustained a 
terrible shock, and possibly concussion of the brain ; 
the amount of tlie internal damages could not yet lie 
estimated. — Meanwhile the black cloud from the west 
was muttering drowsily overhead, and an occasional 
lightning-flash duUed the mild radiance of the lamp. 
Az consciousness ebbed back to the patient, the storm 
increased, and the trembling roll of heavy thunder 
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drowned the first gasps of returning life. Ilad tliat 
vast cloud come to shut out his soul from heaven, and 
was its mighty voice uttering the sentence of Iiis con- 
demnation ? The air was thick with the inconsolable 
weeping of the rain, and gusty sighs of wind drove its 
cold tcar-drojis against the window. 

How was it with Manctho? — During the instant 
after the ladder had given way and he was rushing 
through the air and clutching vainly at the dark void, 
every faculty had violently expanded, so that ho seemed 
to sec and think at every ix)tg, Tlio next instant bis 
rudely battered body refused to bear the soul's mes- 
sages ; light and knowledge sank into bottomless dark- 
ness. 

By and by — for aught he knew it might have been 
an ctcniity — a brief gleam divided the night; Uien 
another, and others ; he seemed to bo moving Uirough 
air, upborne on a cloud. He strove to open his cyes^ 
and caught a glimpse of reeling walls, — of a figure, — 
figures. A deep rumbling sound was in his ears, as of 
the rolling together of chaotic rocks, gradually subsiding 
into stillness. 

lie felt no pain, only dreamy ease. He was resting 

softly on a bank of flowei-s, in the heart of a summer's 

day. He was filled with peace and love, and peace and 

love were around him. Some one was nestling beside 

him; was it not the woman, — the bright-eyed, smil- 

ic 
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ing gypey with whom he had plighted troth ? — surely 
it was sh& 

* Salome, — Salome, are you here ? Touch me, — lay 
your cheek by miua So, — give mo your hand. I love 
you, my pretty pet, — your Manetho loves you I " 

The slow sentences ended. Nurse had laid her 
misightly head beside his on the pillow, and the two 
were happy in each other. piteous, revolting, sol- 
emn sight I Those faces, grief-smitten, old ; long ago, 
in passionate and lawless youth, they had perchance 
lain thus and murmured loving words. And now for 
a moment they met and loved again, — while death 
knocked at their chamber door ! 

But Balder had perceived a startling significance in 
Manetho's words. He took Gnulemali by the hand and 
led her to the eastern window. A flash greeted them, 
creating a momentary world, which started from the 
womb of night, and vanished again before one could 
say " It is there ! " Then followed a long-dmwn, in- 
termittent rumble, as if the fragments of the spectre 
world were tumbling avalanche-wise into chaos. 

" I remember now about the dandelions," Balder said. 
" Was not Nurse with us then ? " 

"Yes," answered Gnulemali; "and it was she and 
Hiero who took me from you. But why does he call 
her Salome ? and who is Manetho ? " 

Balder did not reply. He leant against the window- 
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frame and gazed out into the black stonn. Knowing 
^vllat lie now did, it required no great stretch of inge- 
nuity to unravel JIanetho's secret — Ho turned to 
Gnulemah, and, taking her in his arms, kissed her with 
a defiant kind of anlor. 

" What is it ? " she whispered, clinging to him with 
a reflex of his own unspoken emotion. 

*' We are safe ! — But that man shall not die with- 
out hearing the trutli," he added, sternly. 

Again there was a dazzling lightning-flash, and the 
tiiundcr seemed to break at their very ears. By a 
quick, sinuous movement, Gnulemah freed herself froni 
liis arm and looked at him with her grand eyes, — night- 
black, lit each with a sparkling star. Her feminine 
intuition perceived a change in him, Uiough sho could 
not fathom its cause. It jarred the fmeness of their 
mutual harmony. 

''Our liappincss should make others* greater/ said 
she. 

IIo looked into her eyes wdth a gaze so ardent that 
their h Js drooped ; and the tone of liis answer, though 
lover-like, had more of masculine authority in it than 
she had yet heard from him. 

" ily darling, you do not know what wrong he has 
done you — and others. It is only justice Uiat ho 
should leani how God punishes sucli as he I** 

" Will not God teach him ? " said Gnulemah, trem- 
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bling to oppose the man elie loved, yet by love com- 
pelled to do 80. 

Balder paused, aod looked towards tlie bed. There 
was a flickering smile on Manetho's face ; he seemed to 
be reviving. His injuries were perhaps not fatal after 
oil Should he recover, he must soooer or later receive 
his so-called punishment; meanwhile. Balder was in- 
clined to regard himself as the cboson minister of Divine 
justice. Why not speak now 1 

This was the second occasion that he had held . 
Manetho in hia power, at a time when the Egyptian 
had been altempting liis destruction. In the previous 
encounter be Iiad retaliated in kiud. Would the bitter 
issue of that self-indulgence not make him wary now ? 
Hera was again the murderous lust of power, albeit 
disguised as love of justice. Had Balder's penitent 
suffering failed to teach liiui the truth of human broth- 
erhood, and equality before God ? Love, typified by 
Gnulemah, would fain dissuade him from his purpose : 
but love (as often happens when it stands in the way 
of harsh and ignoble impulses) appeared foolishly mer- 
ciful 

Once again his glance met GniJemah's, — lingered a 
moment, — and then turned away. It was for the last 
tima At that moment he w'os less noblo than ever be- 
fora But the expression of her eyes he never forgot; 
tlie love, the entreaty, the grandeur, — the sorrow I — 
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lie turned away and approached the bedside, wliile 
Guulcniah went to kneel at her maiden altar. Maue- 
tho's eyes were closed ; his features wore a singularly 
childlike expression. In truth, he was but lialf him- 
self ; the shock he had sustained had i>aralyzed one part 
of his nature. The subtle, evil-plotting Egyptian was 
dormant ; his brain inteqn'eted nothing save the mes- 
sages of the heart; only the affectionate, emotional 
^lanetho \vas awake. The evil he had done and tlic 
misery of it were forgotten. — All this Balder divined ; 
yet his .assumption of godlike censorship would not 
permit him to relent It is when man deems liimself 
most secure that he falls, in a worse way than ever. 

" Do you know me, Manetho ? " demanded the young 
man. 

The priest opened his eyes dreamily, and smiled, but 
made no further answer. 

*' I am Balder Ilelwysc, — the son of Thor," contin- 
ued the other, speaking with incisive deliberation, the 
Letter to touch the stunned man's apprehension. * I 
once had a twin sister. You believe tliat Gnulcmah is 

she." 

The priest's features were getting a bewildered, plain- 
tive expression. Either he was beginning to compre- 
liend tlic puq>ort of Balder's wonls, or else the stem* 
ness of the hitter* s tone and glance agitated him. 

Balder coucentmled all his force into the uttcianoe 



of the final sentences, vowing to himself tliat his fallen 
enemy ebould uudcrsUiDd ! Did ho think of Gnulo 
mah then? or of Salome — partly for whose aako, as 
he feigned, he hod nssuniod the scourge ? 

"My sister died, — was burned to death before she 
WM a year old. In trying to save her, the nurse al- 
most lost her ovra life. On that same night, this nurso 
gave birth to a daughter, — wliose name yoii have 
called Gnulemah. Salome is her mother. Who her 
fotber is, Manetlio, you best know I " 

The words were spoken, — bat hod the culprit beard- 
tbem 7 Salome (wlio from the first had shrunk back 
to the head of the bed, beyond the possible range of 
Manetlio's vision) burst into confused hysteric cries. 
Guulemah had risen from her altar nud was looking at 
I}a1der : lie felt her glance, — but though he told him- 
self that he had done but justice, he dared not meet 
it! — lie kept his eyes fastcued on the pallid counte- 
nance of the Egyptian. The latter'a breath came feebly 
and irreguhirly, but the anxious expression was gone, 
and there was again the flickering smile. All at once 
there was an odd, solemn change. — 

The man was dying. Balder saw it, — saw that his 
enemy was escaping him unpunished I Tliere yet re- 
mained one stimulant that might rouse him, and in tho 
passion of the moment this self-appointed lieutenant 
of the Almighty applied it. 
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" Come forward here, Salome ! " cried he ; " let liim 
look on the face that his sins have given you. As 
tliere is a God in Heaven, your wrongs shall be set 
right ! " 

Salome moved to obey; but Gnulemah glided swiftly 
up and held her back. Balder stepped imperiously 
forward to enforce his will Had he but answered 
his wife's eyes even then ! — He came forward one 
step. 

Then burst a thunder-clap like the crashing together 
of heaven and earth I At the same instant a blinding, 
hot glare shut out all sight. Ikilder was hurled back 
against the wall, a shock like the touch of death in 
every nerve. 

He staggered up, all unstmng, his teeth chattering. 
He saw, — not tlie lamp, flickering in the draught from 
the broken window, — not ^laneiho, lyhig motionless 
with tlic smile frozen on his lii>s, -—not Salome, pros- 
tmtc across tlie body of him she had woi*shi]>i>cd. 

He saw Gnulemah — his wife whom lie loved — rise 
from the altar's step against which she had l>ccu 
thrown ; stand with outstretched anns and blank, wide- 
open eyes ; grope forwards with outstretched arms and 
uncertain feet ; grope blindly this way and that^ 
moaning, — 

" Buhler, — Balder, — where are you ? " 

Shivering and desixirate, — not yet daring for his life 
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to understand, — he came and stood before her, ahnost 
vitliin reach of those groping hands. 

"lam here, — look at me, Gnnlemabl — I am here, 
— ^ your husband I " 

There was a pause. The storm, having spent itself 
in tliat lost bnrst, was rolling heavily away. Tliere wiu 
silence in the nuptial chamber, infringed only by the 
breathing of the newly married lovers. 

" I liear you, Balder," said Gnulenuth at length, trem- 
olously, while her hlanlc eyea rested on his face, " but I 
cannot see you My lamp must have gone out Will 
not you light it for me ? " — 

Vengeance is mine, saith the Lord : I will repay I 

Tlic storm-cloud moved crwtward and was dispersed, 
niack thougli Jind liecn its sliailow, it endured but for 
a moment ; the echo of its fury passed away, and its 
deadly thundcrV>olt left behind a purer atmosphere. 
So sweeps and rages over men's heads tlie storm of 
calamity; and so dissolves, though seeming for the 
time indissoluble. 

But the distant pl.inct comes forth serene from its 
brief eclipse, and as night dcejxins, bears its steady fire 
yet more aloft. Like God's love, its radiance embraces 
the world, yet foi^ets not the smallest flower nor grain 
of sand. From its Itigh station it beholds the infinite 
day surround the night, and knows the good before and 
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beyond the ill. Great is its \\oj>e, for causes are not 
hidden from its quiet eternal eye. 

No journal of a life has been our tale; rather a 
glimpse of a beginning I We have traversed an alpine 
pass between the illimitable lands of Past and Future. 
Wc have felt the rock rugged beneath our feet ; Lave 
seen the avalanche and mused l>eside the precipice, 
and have taken what relief we might in the scanty 
greensward, the few flowers, and the brief sunshine. 
Now, standing on the farewell promontory, let us 
question the magic mirror concerning the further road, 
— as, before, of that from the backward horizon liither- 
wards. 

Mr. MjicGentle's quiet little office: himself — more 
venerable by a year than when we saw him last — 
in his chair : opposite him. Dr. I>alder Helwj'sa Tlio 
latter \vears a thick yellow beard about six inches in 
length, is subdued in dress and manner, and his smile, 
though genial, has something of the sadness of autumn 
sunshine. The two have been conversing eanicstly, 
and now there is a short silence. 

" We must give up hoping it, then," saj's Mr. Mao- 
Ocntle at last, in a more than usually plaintive mur* 
mur. " It is hard, — veiy hard, dear Balder." 

" Now that I know there is no hoi>e, I can acknowl- 
edge the good even while I feel the hardship. Her 
dreams have been of a world such as no real existence 
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could show; to have been awakened would perma- 
nently have saddened her, if no worsa But she is 
great enough to believe without seeing; and in the 
deepest sense, her belief is true. She still remains in 
that ideal fairy-land in which I found her ; and no 
doubt, as time goes on, her visions grow more beau- 
tiful!" 

Thus Balder Helwyse, in tones agreeably vigorous, 
though grave and low. 

M Yes — yes ; and perhaps, dear Balder, the denial of 
this one great boon may save her from much indefinite 
disquiet; and certainly, as you say, from the great 
danger of disappointment and its consequences. Yes, 
— and you may still keep her lamp alight, with a more 
lasting than Promethean fire ! — But how is it with 
you, dear boy ? " • 

" Let none who love me pray for my temporal pros- 
perity," returns Ilelwyse, turning his strong, dark gaze 
on the other's aged eyes. " 1 have met with many 
worshippers of false gods, but none the germs of whose 
sin I found not in myself. The / to whom was con- 
fided this excellent instrument of faculties and senses 
is a poor, weak, selfish creaturc, who fancied his gifts 
argued the possession of the very merits whose lack 
they prove. God, in His infinite mercy, deals sternly 
with me ; and I know how to thank Him ! " — 

Mr. MacGentle does not reply in words ; but a grave 
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smile glimmcTS in his faded eyes, and, smiling, he 
slowly shakes his venerable head. 

One more brief glimpse, and then we are done. — 

A pleasant parlor of southern as^xict, looking 
through a deei) bay-window over a spacious garden. 
Here sits a stalwart gentleman of middle age, with 
a little boy and girl on either knee, wlio play l>o-pccp 
with his wide-spreading yellow beard. How they all 
laugh! and what a pleasant laugh has tho stalwart, 
dark-eyed gentleman, — so deep-toned and yet so boy- 
ish ! But iircscntly all three i>ause to take breatlu 

" Thor," then says the gentleman, •• whoso iwrtrait 
did I tell you that was ? " And he points to on oil- 
painting hanging over the piano. 

" Grandpapa MacGentle, papa ! " 

" What did he do for all of us ? " 

As Master Tlior hesitates a moment, the littlo 
golden-liaircd lady breaks in, — '*/ know, pajxil lie 
made utli ricli, and gave uth our houthe, and he thaw 
me when I wath a wee, wee baby, and then lie — 
he — " 

** lie went to Heaven, papa ! " says Tlior, recovering 
liimsclf. 

• 

Hereupon there was a silence, because the two 
cliihlren, glancing up in tlieir father's face, saw 
that it was gmve and thoughtful. 

But suddenly the httle girl pricks up bcr small 
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ears, and scrambles to the carpet, and seta off for the 
door at full speed, without a word. Thor is close be- 
hind, but just too late to be first in opening the door. 

" Mamma I mamma I " 

And Bolder Helwyso springs up, and as she enters 
with the rejoicing children at each liand, he meets licr 
with the thrilliDg smile which, in this world, sho will 
never seel 
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